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The Prologue. 

C H O R V S. 

T Wo boufholds both alike in dignitie, 

(In faire Verona where we lay our Scene ) 
From ancient grudge , breake to new mutinie. 

Where ciuill blond makes cinillhands vncleane : 
From forth the fat all loynes of the fe two foes , 

%^4 paire ofStarre-croJl louers take their life : 
Whofe mifaduentur’ d pit t ions oner thr owes , 

Doth with their Death burie their Parents firife. 

T he fe are full paffdge of their Death-mar kt lone. 
And the continuance of their Parents rage } 

Which but their childrens end, nought could remone .* 
Is now the tvoo houres trafcqueofeur Stage. 

T he which if you with patient eares attend , 

What here Jhall tnijfe , our toyle jhall jlriue to mend. 
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lent and lamentable 

Tragedie of R o m e o and 



Enter Sampfon and Gregori c, with Swords and Buckles, 
oftkcHoufeof Capulet. 

S ' jimp. Gregorie , on my word vveclc not caric Coles, 
Greg . No, for then we fhould be Collyers. 

Samp. I mcane, and wc be in choller, wecle draw. 
Greg. I white you Hue , drawe your Neckcoucof 
the Coiler. 

Samp. I ftrike quickly being moued. 

Greg . But thou art not quickly moued to ftrike. 

Samp. A dogge of the houfc ot Adottntagtte moucs me. 

Greg . To moue is to ftirrc , and to be valiant, is to ft and, 
Therefore if thou art moued thou run’ft away. 

Samp . A dog of chat houfe fhallmoue me to ftand. 

I will cake the will of any Man or Maide of Mohutaguet, 

Greg. That (lie wes thee a weakc flaue , for the wtakeft goes 
to the wall. 

Samp. Tis true, and therefore women being the weaker 
vefleb arc rucrthruH to the wall : therefore I willpufh M^un- 
tag**! men from the wall, and tbruft his Maides to the wall. 
Greg The quar ell is br tweene our mafters > 8t vs their men. 
Sdwp. Tvs: all ne 1 will fhcwf my felfe a tyrant, when 1 haue 
fought with the men, I will be ci.uell with tht Maizes, 1 will cut 
offr^eir Heads. 

Grcgo. The heads of tl^e Maides. 

A 2 Samp. 
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Samp. I the heads of the maides,or their maiden heads, take 
it in what fence thou wilt. 

Grego. They muft take it in fenfe , that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele, while I am able to ftand , acdtii 
knowne I am a pretty peccc of flefh. 

(frtgo. Tis well thou art not fifh, ifthouhadft, thouhadft 
beene poore Iohn : draw thy toolc here conies of the houfc of 
Montagues, 

Enter two other [eruingmen. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrell,I will back thee 
Greg. How, turne thy back and runne? 

Samp. Feare me nor. 

(fre. No marrie , I feare thee. 

Samp. Let vs take the Law of our fides , let them begin. 

Gre. IwiU frowne as I paffe by,& let them take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they darc,Iwill bite my thumb at them, which 
is a difgracc to them if they beare ir. 

jibra. Doe you biteyour thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumd fir. 

Abra. Doc you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. Is the Law of our fide if I fay I? 

Gre. No. 

Samp No fir, I doe not bite my thumb at you fir , bull bife 
my thumb fir. 

Gre. Doeyouquarrell fir? 
jibra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp. But if you doe fir, Iamforyou, I ferueasgooda 
man as you. 
jibra. No better. 

Samp. Well fir. Enter Bemttlio. 

(jre. Say better, here comes one of my Maifters kinfinen. 
Samp. Yes better fir. 
jibra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw ifyou be men,Gr/£*r<>,temcmber thy fwalbing 
blowe. They fight. 

Beme. Part fooles, put vp your fwords , you know not what 
you doe 



ofRomeeandluliet. 

Enter T dealt. 

efbalt What art thou drawne among thefe hartleffe hinds j 
rjme thee Benttolio , looke vpon thy death. 

Ten 1 doc but kcepe the peace, put vp thy fword, 
r minnacc it to part thefe men with me. 

Til VVhat drawne and talkeof peace? I hate the word, 
as 1 hate hell, all Mountagucs and thee: 

HaUC 3 Bit er three or four e Citizens with clubs or party fins. 

Oft Clubs .Brlles and Partyfons, ftrike , beate them downe 
Downe with the Capulets, downe with the Montagues. 

Enter old Capulet in hisgowue , and his Wife. 

Capu. VVhat noyfc is this? giuememy long fword hoc, 

wife. A crowch, a crowcb, why call you for a fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Monntague is come, 
Andflortfheshis blade in fpightofme. 

Enter old Mouncague and hit Wife. 

Meun. Thou villaine Capulet, hold me not, let me goe. 

yA.Wife. 2 . Thou lhalt not Air one foote to feeke a foe. 

Enter Prince Eskales, with hit traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubiefts enemies to peace, 

Propbancrs of this neighbour-ftained Aeele, 

Will they not heare? what ho, you men, you beafts; 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage. 

With purple fountaines iffuingfrom your veines: 

On paine of corture , from thofe bloudy hands. 

Throw your miftempered weapons to the ground. 

And heare the fentcncc ofyour moued Prince. 

Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word, 

By thee old Capulet and Mount ague , 

Haue thrice di fiurbde the quiet of our fireets. 

And made Veronat auncient Citizens, 

Caftby their grauebefeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partizans, in hands as old, f 

Cancred with peace , ro party our cancrcd hate,; 

Ifeueryou difturbeour ftreets againe. 

Your hues lhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

A 3 
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For this time all the reft depart away: 

You Caftilit ftvall.goe along with me, 

And iJM ountague come you this afeernoone. 

To know our farther pleafure in this cafe: 

To old Free-towne, our common iudgement place: 

Once more on paine of deach, all men depart. 

Even 

Mount. Who fet this auncienrquarrell new abroach.' 

Speakc Nephew, were you by, when it began? 

Ben. Here were the Icruantsofyouraduetfatie 
And yours dole fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them , in the inftant came 
The fiery Tib alt, with his I'word prepard, 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares. 

He Iwong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt withall, hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging thru# and blovves, 
Camemore and more, and fought ou part and part, 

Till the Prince came , who parted either part. 

Wife. O where is Romeo , fa w you him to day? 

Right glad am I , he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an houre before the worfhipt Sunne. 
Peerde forth the Golden window of the Ehft, 

A troubled mind drauemec to walke abroad, 

Where vnderneath the groueofSyramour, 

That Weft ward, tooceth from this City fide: 

So early walking did I lee your Tonne, 

Towards him I made, but hee was ware ofitoee. 

And ftc le into the epuertof the wood, 

I meafuring his affe&ions by mv owne, 

^ • hich then moli fought, where moll might not be found: 
Being one to many by my weary lHfe, 

Purfucd my humour^not purlurnghis, ;• veil 

And gladly fliunned ,**ho gladly flfd from me. ft bbi v 

Mount. Many a.' mow mg hath hc'th^r bcehe&ene, 
With teares augmenting "he ir fh mornings de»w. 
Adding to cloudes , more clouds with his deepe fighes. 
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Rut all To fooneasthe all cheering Sunne, 
should in the fartheftEaft begin to draw, 

Theft ad ie curcaines from Aurora bed, 

And makes himfelfc an artificial night, 

Bl a eke and protendous muft this humour prouc, 
Vnlefle good Counfell may the caufe remoue. 

Ben. My noble vnde doe you know the caufe? 
Moun. I neither know it , nor can learne of him. 

Ben Haue you impov tundc him by any meanes? 
Moun. Both by myfelfe and many other friends, 

But hee his owne affe6lions Counfeller, 

It to himfelfe( I will not fay how true) 

But to himfelfc fo fecret and fo clofe, 

Sofarrefrom founding and difeouery. 

As is the bud bit with an enui'ous worme, 

Ere hee can fpread his lweete leaucs to the ayre. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow, 
We would as willingly giue cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Benu, See where hee comes, fo pleafe you ftep afide, 
lie know his greeuance or bee much denide. 

Moun. I would thou wertfo happy by thy flay. 



Benuel. Good morrow Coufin. 

Borneo. Is the day fo young? 

Ben. But new ftrooke nine. 

Romeo. Ay me fad houres feenae long : 

Was that my father that went hence fo faft ? 

Ben. It was : what fadnefle lengthens iSewmhoures? 

Rom.. Not hauirig that, which hauing, makes them fhort. 
Ben. Inloue. 

Romeo. Out. 

Ben. Ofloue. Rom,. 
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Tgm. Outofher fauourwherelaminloue. 

Ben. Alas that loue fo gentle in his view. 

Should bee fo tyranous and rough in proofs. 

Remet. Alas that loue, whole view is muffled ftill. 
Should without eyes, fee path-waies to his wilj 
Where (hall we dinePO me: what fray was here? 

Yet tell me not, for I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to doe with hate, but more with loue: 
Why then O brawling loue , O louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created: 

O heauielightnefle, ferious vanity, 

Milhapen Chaos of welfecming formes, 

Feather of lead, bright fmoke, cold fier,ficke health. 
Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is. 

This loue feelc I, that feele no loue in this. 

Doe ft thou not laugh? 

Ben. No Coze, I rather weepe. 

"Rem. Good heart at what? 

Ben. At thy good hearts opprefsion. 

Romeo. Why filch is loues traofgrcfsion. 

Griefcs of my owne lie heauy in my breft. 

Which thou wilt propagate to haue it preft. 

With more of thine, this loue that thou haft Ihowne, 
Doth ad moregriefe, to too much of mine owne. 
Loue is a fmoke made with the fume of lighes. 
Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in louers eyes , 

Being vext, a fea nourifht with louing teares. 

What is it elfe? a roadneffe mod difereet, 

A choking gall, and a preferuing fweet: 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft, I will goe along. 

And if you leaue me fo, you doe me wrong. 

Rem. Tutjihaue loft my felfc, lam not here. 

This is not Romeo ; hees fome other where. 

Ben. Tell me in fadneffe , who is that you loue? 
Rom. What fhall I gronc and tell thee? 

Ben, Gronc, why no: but fadly tell me whoi 



^^^^^^cmeeand Iuliet. 

10 y °“ l °“ 1 ioue 

wfll> .hit,™ -ifft, fl>«> bc hlt 
wuh ®“ hath . 

Shec will not ftay thefiege of ou.ng ua.mes, 

Nor bide th’ inecuntcrof availing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to Saind feduciug gold, 

O ffle is rich in beautie onely ?*<"'> 

T i:; ^ » 

Rom. She haih,aod in that fpanng makes huge waft. 

For beautie ftcru d with her feuetitie, 

Cuts beautie offtrom all pofteritie. 

She is to faire, too wife, wifely too taire. 

To merit bhffc,by making me defpaire : 

She hath forfworne to loue, and in that vow. 

Doe 1 hue dead, that liue to tell it now. 

Ten. Be rulde by me,forget to thinke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how 1 fhould forget to thinke. 

To. By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes, 

Examine other beauties. „„.a; rt nmore 

Re. T’is the way to call hers (exquifite) m queft on more, 
Thefe happie Maskcs that kiffe taire Ladtes browe , 

Being blacke,puts vs in minde they hide the taitc. 

He that is ftrooken blind, cannot torget 
The precious treafure of his eye- fight loft. 

Shew me a Miftris that is pafflng faire. 

What doth her beautie ferue but as a note. 

Where I may reade who paft that pafflng faire : 

Farewell thou canft not teach me to forget, 

Ben. He pay that doctrine, or elfc dye in debt. 
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Enter Capulet, Countie Paris, and the C/own,. 
C*f H * And Moumague is bound as well as I 
In penalty alike, and ’tis not hard I thinke, * 

For men f© old as we to keepc the peace. 

Of honourable reckoning are you both 
And pittie tis you liu’d at ods fo lon° : * 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Capa. But faying ore whatl haue faid before, 

My child is yet a Granger in the World, 

Shce hath not fccne the change of fourteeneyeares 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride * 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride 

Pari. Younger then Use, are happie Mothers made 
Crf/w. And too foone mard are thofe fo earlymadc* 
The earth hath fwallowed all my hopes but /be, ‘ 
She is the hopefull Lady ofmy earth : 

But wooe her gentle Paris , get her heart 
My will to her confent, is but a part, * 

And /he agree, within her fcope of choife, 

Lyes my confcnt, and faire according voice : 

This night I hoId,an old accufiomd Feaft 
Whereto I hauc inuited many a gueft. 

Such as Ioue, and you among the ftore. 

One more (moft welcome) makes my number more * 
At my pooye houfe, looke to behold this ni^ht 
Earth treading ftarres, that make darke heaSen’light 
Such comfort as doe Iuftie yong men fcele, 8 ' 
When well appareld prill on the heele 
Of limping wintertreads, euen fuch delight 
Among fre/h Fennell buds /hall you this night 
Inherit at my houfe.hcareall.all fee.- & 

And like her mo(/,whofe merit moll /hall be • 

Which on more view ofmany, mine being one. 

May Hand m number, though in reclining none. 

Come goe with me, goe firrah trudge about 
Through faire Verona, find thofe perfons out, 
v\ ho/c names are written there,and to them fay, 
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My houfc and welcome, on their plcafure (lay. ^ 

Ser. Find them out whofe names are written.Here it is writ- 
ten that the Shoo-maker fhould meddle with his yard, and the 
Tayler with his Laft, the Fi /her with his Penfill.and the Painter 
with his Nets. But I am fent to find thofe perfons whofe names 
are hece wric.and can neuer find what names the writing perfon 
hath here writ (1 muft to the Learned) in good time. 

Enter Benuolio, «Romeo. 

Ben. Tut man one fireburnes out anothers burning, 

One paine is lefned by anothers angui/li : 

Turne giddie,and beholpe by backward turning r 
One defperate griefe, cures with an others languilh : 

Take thou fomc new infe&ion to the eye. 

And the ranke poy fon of the old will dye. 

Romeo. YourPIantan leafe is excellent for that. 

'Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken (hin. 

Ben. Why Romeo art thou mad ? 

Rom. Not mad,but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp in Prifon, kept without my food, 

Whipt and tormented:and Goddcn good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden, Iprayfircanyourcade? ; 

Rom. I mine owne fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke : 

But I pray can you readc any thing you fee? 

Rom. I if I know the Letters and the Language. 

Ser. Ye fay honeftly, reft you merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can reade. 

He reades the Letter. 

^Eigneur Martino,<*»d his wife and daughters : founty Anfelme 
and his beauteous fitters i the LadywiddowofV tsuu\o t Seigneur 
Placcntio, and his louelyNeeces:}Actoxi\o and his brother Valen- 
tine : mine Vnclt Capulet his wife and daughters : my faire Neece 
RofaJine, Vmz,Seigneur Valentio, and his Cofen Tybalt; Lucio 
and the Ituely Helena. 

A faire Affembly, whither fhould they come ? 

B 2 s er. 
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Ser Vp. 

Re. Whither to Tapper. 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Re. Whofe houfe? 

S«r. My Maifters. 

2^>, Indeedcliliodldhaueaskt you that before. 

Ser. Now He tell you without asking. My Mailer Is the 
great rich Capulet , & it you be not of the houfe of Mount agues 
I pray come and crufh a cup of wine. Rettyou merry. \ ’ 

Ben. At this fame auncicnc feaft ofCapu/ets, 

Sups the faire Rpfaline whom thou fo loues: 

With all the admired b auties ot Veron 4, 

Goe thither and with vnattaintt d eye. 

Compare her face with fome that I fhall fhew, 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Re. When the deuout religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fuch falfhood, then turne teares to fire* 

And thefe who often drownd, could neuer die, 

Tranfparcnt Heretiqucs be burnt forliers* 

One fairer then my loue? the all feeing Sun 
Nere faw her match, fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. T ut.you faw her faire none elfe being by. 

Her felfepoyfde with her fclfeineythereye: 

But in that Chriflall (cafes let there be waid. 

Your Ladies loue agiinft feme other maid, . . 

That I will fhew you fhioing at this feaft. 

And (he fhall fcant fticw well, that now fhewes beft. 

Re. Ile-goe along no fuch fight to be (howne, 

But to reioycein iplendor or mine own'’. 

Enter Capulcts Wife and Ifyrfe. 

Wife. Nurfe wher’s n»y daughtei? call her forth to me, 

Nurfe, Now by my maidenhead, at twdue years eld l bad htr f 
come f what Lamb, what Lady-bird, Goa jar bid , 

Where* this Gtrle? what lulitt. 

Enter Iuliet. 

lulitt. How now who calls? 

Nur. Tour mother. • ;• 

Id. 
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lcaue T ■ wbile * we r u j 

0f Xfc y Taiih / can tell her Age onto on hours. 

Wife. Shecs not fourtcene. 

Nui fe. ble lay four teens ofmyieeth } &yetto my teent he ttfpokeu, 
1 haue but f cure, Jhets not four teent. 

How long ts it now to Lammas tide? 

Wife. A fortnight and oddedayes. 

Nurfe.£«r» oddball dates in they sere come Lammas Sue at 
right fhall fhe befourtetne. Sufan andfhe,godrefl all Chrtftian fouls, 
were of an art. MB Sufan is with God, {bet was to good for me. But 
as / faid on Lammas Sue at night fhtUfhee beef curt eene , then, fhall 
fhet marr'te , 1 remember it well. Tts face the Earth-quake now 
eleuen y cares, and fhe was we and 1 neuer fhall forget it , of all the dates 
of the yeare vp on that day : for l had then laid worme-wood to my 
dug ft ting in the Suntie vnder the Done houfe wall. (Jldy Lord and 
you were then at Ma ntua, nay l doe beare a braine. But as l faide, 
'when it did tajl theworme-wood on the nipple of my Dugge , and 
felt it bitter, pretty foole , to fee it teachie and fa II out wi:h the Dug , 
Shake quoth the Deue-houfc,twas no needs l trow to bid mee trudge : 
and fince that time it is a Zener, year es, for then (bee could fiaud alone , 
nay bit hr node fhe could hauerutme andwadled all about ; for cuen 
the day before fhe brokg her brow, and then my Hufband God be with 
hn foule. a was a merry man,tooke vp the child, yea quoth bee, dotft 
t‘ ou fall vpon thy face? thou wilt fall ba toward when thou haft more 
wit , Wilt thou not lulc? %A ed by my holy dam , the pretty wretch left 
trying , and faidl: to fee new how a l eft fhall come about. 1 warrant , 
end / fhall hue a theufandyi ares, / neuer fhould forget it : Wilt thou 
mi^ttfuothhe’ and frety foole it ftinted, and faid I. 

Oh La. Inough of this, I pray theehold thy peace. 

Nurfe TcS Madam , yet l cannot chufe but laugh , to thinke it 
(h uld leant crying and fay l: and yet I warrant it had vpon tl brow, a 
b mpe as big as a you g Cothyehftone? a perilous k nt - f, and it cried 
bitterly. Y.a quoth my hufband, fahftvpen thy face , thou wilt fall 
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backward when thon emmefi to age: wilt thou not I ule ? It ftintei, 
and faid I. 

luli. And ftintthou too, Ipray thee Nurfe, fay T. 

Nurfe. Peace 1 haue done i(fod marks thee too his grace, thou 
waft the prettiell Bale that ere l nurfi, And I might lute to fee thee 
marry ed once. 1 haue my mfh. 

Old La. Marry that marry is the very Theame 
I came co talke of, tell me daughter Juliet , 

How (lands your difpofitiotis to be marryed? 

luli. Jtisanhourechatldreamenotof. 

Nurfe. yin houre, were not I ouely Nurfe,! would fay thou hadft 
fuckt thywifdome from thy teat. 

Old La. Well thinke of Marriage now, yonger then you 
Here in Verona, Ladies ofefteeme, 

Are made already mothers by my count, 

I was your mother, much vpon thefe yeares 
That you are now a Maide, thus then in briefe : 

The valiant Tarit feekes you for his Loue. 

Nurfe. A many on g Lady, Lady,fuch a man at all the world , 
tVhy hees a man of waxe. 

Old La. fteronas Summer hath not fuch a flower, 

Nurle. Nay, hees a flower, in faith a very flower. 

Old La. What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 

This night you (hall behold him at our Fcaft, 

Read ore the volume ofyong Paris face. 

And find delight, writ there with beauties Pen, 

Examine cuery fcucrall liniament. 

And fee how one an other lends content : 

And what obfeurde in this fairs Volume lyes, 

Find written in the margeant of his eyes. 

This precious Bookc of Loue, this vnbound Loucr, 

To beautifie him,onely lackes a Couer. 

The fifh liues in the Sea,and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hide : 

That Booke in manies eyes doth (hare the glorie. 

That in gold clapfes, locks in the golden fiories 
So (hall you (hare all that he doth poflefie. 



of Romeo and Juliet . 

By hauing him, making your felfeno lefle. 

Nurfe. No leffe, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Speake briefely can you like ot Paris loue? 
lulu He looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But no more deepe will I endart myne eye 

Then your confent giues ftrength to make it flye. j Enter feruing. 

Seruing. Madam, the guefts are come, fupper feru’d vp, you 
cald, myyongLady askt for , the Nurfe curft in the Pantrie, 
and euery thing in extremitie: Imuft hence to waite, I befeech 
you follow flraight. 

Mo. We follow thee, Juliet the Countie ftayes. 

Nurfe. Goe gyrle, feeke happic nights to happie dayes. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo, Mercurio, Benuolio,w/76 flue or fix other 
AJaikers , Torch-bearers . 

Romeo. What (hall this fpecch be fpoke for our excufe ? 

Or (hall we on without Apologie ? 

Ben. The date is out of fuch pro] ixitie, 

Week haue no Cupid, hood-winckt with a Skarfe, 

Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 

Skaringthe Ladies like a Grow-keeper. 

But let them meafurc vs by what they will, 

Wccle meafure them a meafurc and be gone. 

Rom. Giue me aj'orch, I am not for this ambling, 

Being but heauie I will bearc the lighr. 

Mtrcu. Nay gentle Romeo, wemuft haucyou dance., 

Re. Notl beleeueme,you haue dancing fhooes 
With nimble foies, I haue a fouk of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

Offer. You are a Louer, borrow Cupids wings, 

And fore with them aboue a common bound. 

Romeo. 1 am too foreenpcerced with his (haft. 

To loare with his light feathers, and fo bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Vnder loues heauie burthen doe I finke. 

Mercu, And to finke in it fbould you burthen loue, 

Too great opprelfion for a tender thing. 



Romeo 







The mojl Lament able Tragedie 

Romeo. Is louc a tender thing ? it is to rough, 

Too rude, too boiftrotts, and it prick? like thorne. 

Mer. If loue be rough with you, be rough with loue 
Prick louc for pricking; and you beat loue downe, 

Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

A tifor for a »ilor, what care I 
What curious eye doth quote deformities: 

Here are the beetle browes fhall blufh forme. 

Ben. Come knocke and enter , and no l'ooncr in, 

Bu.t euery man betake him to his legs, 

Ro. A tcrxhforme, let wantons light ofhearc 
Tickle the fencelcffe rufhes with their heeles: 

For Iam prouetb’d with a graunfire Phrafe, 

He be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was nere fo fake , and I am dun. 

Mer. Tut, duns the moufe, the Conftables Owne word 
If thou art dnn, wecle draw thee from the mire 

Or faue you reucrence loue, Wherein thou rtickett 

Vp to the eares, cemc we burne day-lightho. 

Rom. Thatsnotfo. 

Mer. Imeanefirindelay, 

We wafte our lights in vainc, Lights tights by day : 

Take our good meaning, for our Iudgements fits, 

Fiue times in that, ere once in cur fine wits. 

Rom. And we meane well in going to this Maskc, 

But tis no wit to goc. 

Mer. Why may one askc ? 

Rom. IdreamptaDteamctonight. 

Mer. And fo did I. 

Rom. Well, what was yours? 
eJMer. That dreamers often lye. 

Ro. In bed a fleepe while they doe dreamc things true, 
Mer. O then I fee Queene Mab hath beene with you: 

Shee is the Fairis midwife , and fhee comes in fhape no bigg {t 
then an Agat ftone, on the forefinger of an Alderman , drawne 
with a tceme of I i tt!c atomics, ouer mens nofesas they l< ea ' 
fleepc:her waggon fpokts made of long fpinnerslegstthc cou« 



r " rf Romeo and Juliet . 

, • „c rt f-rafie-hoppers.her traces of the fmallcft Spider 

ofthe.wing 8 f thctnooni .fti i nes watry bcames.her whipof 

WCb ^ er hone the lafh of Philome, her waggoner, a Imall gray 
Crickets > , . r ^ bjpge as a round little wotme, prickt 

coated Gnat, . p| cr Chariot is an emptte Hafell 

from ^ n f"ner fquirlcll or old Grub, time out a mind, 

nut made by 'the. j ' H j ftate fhe gallops night by 

-SSSSttSS -a *- ***?- °T c -° a 

night, tntougnt , on Curfies ftrait, ore Lawyers 

Courtiers knees , Qrc Ladics lip$ wh o ftrait or. 

kdfts'dreame , which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues, 
Liufe their breath with fweet meates tainted are. Sometime 
tcc gallops ore a Courtiers nofe, and then dreames he of .mel- 
_ * a f utc : and fomtimecomes fhee with a tithe-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parfons nole as a lies a ftcepc, then he dreames ol an- 
other Benefice. Sometime ftice driueth ore a founts necke, 
and chen dreames hee of cutting forrame throats , of breaches, 
ambufeados, fpanilh blades: Of healths fiue fadome deepe, and 
then anon drums in hiseare, at which hee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted, fwearcs a prayer or two,and fleepes agsinc: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
night: and bakes the Eiflocks in fouie fluttiftr haires, which, 
once vntangled, much misfortune bodes. 

This is the Hag, when Maids lie on their backs, 

That preffes them, and learnes them firft to beare. 

Making them women of good carriage: 

This is (bee. 

Romeo. Peace, peace, Mereutiopcice, 

Thoutalkft of nothing. 

Merc. True, I taike of dreames : 

Which are the children of an idle brainc. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre, 

And more inconftant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen bofome ofthc North: 

And being angted puffes away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew- dropping South, 

C *Btn. '■ 



T he tnejl Lament dbleT rage die 

Ben. THU wind you talke of, blowes vs from eur fclues 
Sapper is done, and we (hall come too late, * 

Ro. I feare too early, for my mind mifgiucs. 

Some confequence yet hanging in the ftarres. 

Shall bitterly begin his fcarefitll date 
With this nights rcuels, and expire the terme 
Of a defpifed life dofde in my brell : 

By fotne vile forfeit of vntimely death. 

But he that hath the (lirrage of my courfe. 

Direct my fute,* on luftie Gentlemen. 

’Ben. Strike Drum. 

They march about the Stage , and Seruingme* com* 
forth with Napkins. 

Enter Romeo, 

Ser. WheresPotpan that he helpes not to take away? 

He (hift a Trencher, he ferape a Trencher ? 

i • When good manners (hall lye all in one or two mens 
hands, and they vnwalht to,tis a foulc thing. 

Ser. Away with theioyn-(loo!es,remoue the Court.cubbert 
looke to the Plate, good thou, faue naee a piece of Marchpane* 
and as thou loues me, let the Porter let in Sufan grendfone, and 
NtU,A*thomt and Potpan. 

2. I Boy readic. 

Ser . You arelooktfor,and cald for.askt for, and foughtfot 
in the great Chamber. 

3. We cannot be here and there too, chearcly boyes, 

Be brisk awhile, and the longer liuer take all. 

Exeunt. 

Enter all the gut fit and Gentlewomen to the 

Matter/. 

1. Capu, Welcome Gentlemen, Ladies that haue their toes 
Vnplagued with Cornes, will walke about with you: 

Ah my Millreflcs, which of you all 

Will now denie to dance, flic that makes daintie, 

She lie fwcare hath Cornes •• s.|i I come neare you now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I haue feene the day 
That I haue worne a Vifor and could tel! 

A 




of Romeo tod luliet. 



A whifpefitig Tale in a fairc Ladies eare : 

Such as would p!eafe : tis gone,tis gone,tis gone, 

You are welcome Gcnttemen, come Mufitians play : 

(JWufii be plajet, and thej dance . 

A hall, a hall, giue roowie,tnd t'oote it girles. 

More light you Knaues, and tume the Tables vp : 

And quench the fire, theroome is growne too hot* 

Ah firrah, this vnlookt for fport comes wtll : 

Nay fit, nay fit, good Cozin Capu let. 

For you and 1 are pad our dancing dayes : 

How long ift nowfince laft your i’clfe and I 
Were in a Ma>kc ? 

2. Capu. Btrlady thirtie yeares. 

j, Capu. What mantis not fomuch,tis not fo much, 
Tisfince thcNuptiall of Lutientio , 

Come Pentycoft as quickly as it will, 

Some fiueand twcntie yeares,and then wemaskr. 

2. Capu. Tis more, tis more, his fonne is elder fir t 
His fonne is thirtie. 

1. Capu. Wi l you tell me that ? 

His fonne was but a Ward two yeares 3 goe. 

Ro. What Ladie is that which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight ? 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Bp. O fhe doth teach the Torches ro burne bright : 

It Teenies (he hangs vpon the cheeke of night. 

As a rich Iewell in an iEthiops eare. 

Beau tie too rich for vfe, for earth too deare : 

So fhewes a fnowe Doue trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady ore her fellowes (howes : 

The meafiire done, I le watch her place of (land. 

And touching hers, make blefled my rude hand. 

Did my heart loue till now,forfweare it fight. 

For I ncre faw true beautie till this night. 

T/b. This by his voyce, (hould be a Mountague. 

Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares the flauc 
Come hether couerd with an antique face, 

C % T« 
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The mofi Lath enable Tr age die 

To fleere and fcornc at out folemnitie? 

Now by the llocke and honour of my kin, 

To (hike him dead I held it not a (in. 

Capu. Why how now kinfman wherefore floime y ou f 0 ? 

Tib. Vnde this a Mouutague our foe : 

A Villaine thatis hither come in fpighr. 

To fcornc at our foleixmitie this nighc. 

Capu. Yong Romeo is it. 

Ttb. Tis he, that Villaine Romeo. 

Capu. Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone, 

A beares him like a'portly Gentleman : 

And to fay truth , Verona brags of him, 

To be a vertuous and well gouernd youth, 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houfe doe him difparagement : 

Therefore be patient, take no note of him. 

It is my will,the which if thou refpeft, 

Shew a faire pretence, and put off thefe frownes. 

An ill befeeming femblance for a Feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is agueft, 
lie not endure him, 

Capu. He fhall be endured. 

What goodman Boy, I fay he fhall goe too. 

Am I the Mafier here or you ? goe too, 

Youle not endure him, God (hall mend my foule, 

Youle make a mutinie among my goefts: 

Y ou will fet a Cock a hoope, youle be the man. 

Tb. Why Vncle, tis a (hame. 

Capu. Goe too, goe too. 

Y ou are a fawey Boy, ift fo indeed ? 

This tricke may chance to fcath you I know what, 

You muft contrary me v marry tis time, 

Well faid my hearts, you are a Princox,goe, 

Be quiet.or more light .more light fot (hame, 
lie make you quiet(what) chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforce*, with wilfull choler meeting. 

Makes my ficlh tremble intheir different greeting: 

r ;> I will 



ef Romeo And Iuliet. 



Exit, 



too much 



T will withdraw but this intrufion (hall 
L 1 S. mine fweet.conueit to bitter gall. 

^°Ro If I prophane with mV vnworthieft hand, 

Thi holy Line, the gentle finne .s this, 

S, lips two blufhing Pilgrims did readie fland, 

lull I Pilgrina, lips that they muft vfc in Prayer. 

Rom O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe, 
Thcv Pray, (grant thou) lead faith turne to defpairc. 

/I Saints doc not moue, though grant for Prayers fake. 
Ro Then moue not while my Prayers efre& I take. 

Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg’d. 



Giue me my fin againe. 

luli. You kiffc bith booke. 

Uar. Madam your mother craucs a word with you. 
Rom. What is her mother? 

Nur. MarrieBatchcler, 

Her mother is the Ladie of the houfe. 

And a good Ladie,and a wife anfrtertuous, 

Inuift her daughter that you talkt withall: 

1 tell you, he that can lay hold of her. 

Shall hauc thechincks. 

Rom. Is (he a fapulet ? 

0 deare account! my life is my foes debt. 

Ren. Away, be gone, the fport is at the beft. 

Rom. I fo I t eare.the more is my vnreft. 

C*pu. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 

We haue a uifli’g foolifo Banquet towards : 

Is it ene fo ? why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke you honeft Gentlemen, good eight ; 




The mojl Lamentable T ragedie 

More Torches here, come on, then lets to bed* 

Ah firrah, by my fay it waxes late, 
lie to my red. 

belt. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond Gentleman ? 
"ijurf. The fonne and heire of old 7j hrio. 

Inti. Whatshe thatnowis going out of the doorc? 
Nurf. Marrie that I thinke be yong Petrmheo. 
luli. What* he that followes here that would not dance? 
Nurf. I know not, 

luli. Goe aske his name, if he be marryed. 

My graue is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurf. His name is Romeo, and a Miuntogue, 

The onely fonne of your great Encmie. 

luli. My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene,vnknowne,#nd knownc too late. 
Prodigious birth ofloue it is to mee, 

That I mud loue a lothed Enemie. 

Nurf. Whats tis?whattis? 
lu. A Rime I learnt euen now 
Of one I danft withall. 

One cols within Iulict. 

Nurf. Anon, anon : 

Come lets away, the drangers are all gone. 

t xettut. 

Chorus. 

Now old delire doth in his death. bed lye, 

And yong affe&ion gapes to be his heire. 

That faire for which loue gron’de for and would dye. 

With tender Isr/tftmatchqis now rot faire. 

Now Turned is beloued,and loucs againe, 

A like bewitched by the charmc of lookes : 

But to his foefuppofde he mud complaine. 

And fhc deale loues fweet bait from fearcfull hookes : 
Being held a foe, he may not haue accede 
To breath fuch vowes as Louers vfe to fweare. 

And (he as much in loue, hcrmeancs much lefle. 

To mectc her new beloucd any where : 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

But pad! on lends them P ower, time meanes to mcete, 
Tempring extremities with extreamefwcete. 
r Enter Romeo done 

Jim. Can T gue forward when my heart is here, 
Turnebacke dull earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter Benuolio, with Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo, my Cozen Romeo, Romeo. 

Mer. He is wife,6( on my life hath dolnc him home to bed 
Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 

Call good Mercutio: 

Met. Nay lie coniure too. 

Romeo, humours, madam,partion,louer, 

Appeare thou inthelikenefle ofafigh, 

Speake but one rime and I am fatisfied: 

Cry but ay me, pronounce but loue and die, 

Speake to my Goflip Veuue one faire word. 

One nickname for her pur.blind fonne and heire \ 

Yong %Abr thorn Cupid: he that (hot fo true. 

When King fophetu « lou’d the Bfgger-maide, 

He heareth not, he dirreth not , he moucth nor, 

The ape is dead, and I mud coniure him; 

I coniure thee by Roftlints bright eye*. 

By her high forehead , and her Scarlet lip. 

By her fioe fooce , draight leg.and quiuering thigh. 

And the demesnes, that there adiacent Jie, 

That in thy likenelle thou appeare to vs. 

Bch. And if he hearc thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mer. This cannot anger him, t* would anger him 
To taife a fpirit in his midreiTe circle, 

Offome drange nature, letting it there ftand 
Till (heehad hide it, and coniurcd it downe. 

That were feme fpight. 

My inuocation is faire and honed, and in his miflrefle name* 

3 coniure onely but to raife vp him. 

'Btu, Come , he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees 
To be contorted with the humcrous night: 

Blind is his loue , and beft befits the darkc. 

Mer. 
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Mer . Tfloue be blind ,loue cannot hit the marke, 

Now will he fit vnder a Mcdler tree, 

Andwifhhis miftrefte were that kind of fruit. 

As maides call Medless when they laugh alone, 

0 Romeo that fhee were , O that fhee were 
Anopen & catera, and thou a PoperiB Peare. 

Ttyiteo good-night lie to my Truccle- bed. 

This Field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe. 

Come fhall we goe ? 

Ben. Goe then, for tis in vaine to feeke him here 
That meaner not to be found. Exeunt, 

Ro. He ieafts at fcarres that neuer felt a wound. 

But fofr, what light through yonder window breakes ? 

It is theEaft,and Iulut is the Sunne. 

Arife faire Sunne and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already ficke and pale with griefe. 

That thou her maide at farre more faire then fhee : 

Be not her maide fince fhee is enuious. 

Her vcftall liuerie is but ficke and greene, 

And none but foolcs doe weare.it, caft it off : 

It is my Lady, O it is my Iotie, O that fhee knew fhee were, 
Shee fpeakes yet fhee fayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difcourles.I Will anfwerc it: 

1 am to bold tis not to me (hee fpeakes: 

T w© of the faireft ftarres in all the heauen, 

Hauing fome bufincs, doe entreat her eyes, 

Totwinckle m their fpheres till they returne, 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 

The brightneffe of her cbeeke would fhame thofe ftarres, 

As day. light doth a lampe, her eye in heauen. 

Would through the ayrie region ftreame fo bright. 

That birds would fing, and thinke it were not night: 
See'fcow fhee jeanes her ehecke rpon her hand. 

O that I were a glouevpon that hand. 

That 1 might touch that checke. 

lull, Ay me 
Tftn. Shee fpeakes. 



Oh 



$f Romeo and lutiet. 

Ah foeake agaiue bright Angcll,for thou art 
A, glorious to this night being oremy head. 

As is a winged Meffenger of Heauen 
Vnco the white yp-turned wondnng eves, 

OfMortals that fall backe to gaze on him, 
Whenhebeftrides the lazie puffing Gloudes, 

And fayles vpon the bofotnc of the Ayre. 

Iftli! O Romeo, Romeo , wherefore art thou Romeo} 
Denie’thy father and refufc thy name : 

Or if thou wilt not, be but fworne my Loue, 

^ "shall I heare more, or fhall I fpeake at this? 

luli. Tis but thy name that is my Enemies 
Thou arc thy felfe, though not a Montague , 

What’s Mount ague ? it is nor hand nor foete. 

Nor arme nor face, O be fome other name 

Belonging to a man. • 

What’s in a name? that which we call a Role, 

By any other word would fmell as fweet. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 

Retayne that deare perfc&ion which he owes, 
Without that title, Romeo doffe thy name. 

And for thy nam^ which is no part of thee. 

Take all my felfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Loue, and lie be new baptizde, 
Hence-forth I neuer will be Romeo. 

lali. What man art thou,that thus befereend in night 
So ftumbleft on my counfcll ? 

Ro. By a name, I know not how to tell thee who I am, 
My name deare Saint is hatefull to my felfe, 

Becaufe ic is an Enemy to thee, 

Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

Inli. My eares haue yet not drunke a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering, yet I know the found. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Mtuntague ? 

Rom. Neither faire Maide, if either thee diflike. 

D 




In, How earned thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to dimbe. 

And the place death, confidering who thou art 
Ifany of my kinfmen find thee here. 

‘fy. With loues light wings did I ore-perch thefe wall* 
For fionylimitscannot hold loue out, 1 

And what loue can doe, that dares loue attempt: 
Therefore thy kinfmen a rc.no flop to me. 

lu. If they doe fee thee, they will murther thee. 

Ro. Alacke there lies more perill in thine eye. 

Then twenty of their fwords , looke thou but fvveete, 

And I am proofe agaipft their enmity. 

lu. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom, I haue nights eloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

luli. By whofe dire&ion fouodft thou out this place? 
Ro. By loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me coiinfeU, and I lent him eyes: 

I am no Pylot, yet wert thou as farre 
Asthatvaft flaore wafht with the fartheft fea, 

I fhould aduenture for fuch marchandife 

luli. Thou knoweft the maske ofnight is on my face, 
Elfe would a maiden blufii bepaintmy cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard me fpeaketc night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine,faine, denie 
What I haue fpoke , but farewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me? I know thou wilt fay I: 

And I will take thy word, yet if thou fwearft, 

Thou maieft proue falle , at louers periuries 
They fay loue laughs, oh gentle Romeo , * 

If thou doft loue, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou thinkelt I am too quickly wonne. 

He frowne and be peruerfe, and fay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe, but clfe not for the world. 

In truth faire Mountague I am too food: 




ef Romeo And luliet. 

And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauiour light, 
But cruft me Gentleman, He proue more true. 

Then thofe that haue more coying to be flrange, 

I (bould haue beene more fteange, I muft confcfle. 

But that thou oucr heardft ere I was ware 
My true loue paflion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue. 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blcfled Moone I vow. 

That tips with filtier all thefe fruite tree tops. 

lu. O fweare not by the Mooneth’inconftantMoone 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 

Leaft that thy loue proue like wife variable. 

1{om. What fhall I fweare by? 
luli. Doe not fweare at all; 

Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gratious felfc. 

Which is the God of my Idolatry, 

And lie beleeue thee. 

'fy. If my hearts deare loue. 

lu. Well doe not fweare, although Iioy in thee: 

I haue no ioy of this contract to night. 

It is too rafh, too rnaduifde ,too fudden. 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to bee, 

Ere, one can fay, it lightens, fweet good night: 

This bud ofloue by Summers ripening breath. 

May proue abeautious flower when next weemcete. 
Goodnight, goodsight , as fweeterepofe and reft. 

Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 

Ro. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied? 

In, What fatisfa&ion canlt thou haue to night? 

Ro. Th’exchangeof thy loues faithfull vow for mine. 
lu. I gaue thee mine before thou didft requeft it: 

And yet I would it were to giuc againe. 

Ro. Wouldft thou withdraw it , for what purpofe loue? 
lu. But to befiankc and giuc it thee againe, 

And yet I willi but for the thing I haue. 

My bounty is as boundleflc as the fea, 

D % 




The mojl Lamentable Tragedie 

My loue as d cepe, the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue, for both are infinite : 

I hcare fome noyfe within, deare Loue adue : * ' , 

Anon good Nurfe, fweet Mount ague be true: 

Stay but a little, I will come againe. 

Ro. O blefledjblcfled night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantialh 

/w.Thrce words deare Romeo, &. goodnight indeed. 

If that thy bent of loue be honourable, 

Thy purpofe Marriagc,fcnd me word to morrow, 

By one that ile procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt performe the rights 
And all my fortunes at thy foote He lay, 

And follow thee my Loue throughout the World. Madam. 
I come, anon: but if thou meaneft not well, 

I doe befeech thee (by and by I come ) Madam, 

To ceafe thy fute, and leaue me to my griefe. 

Tomorrow will I fend. 

Ro. So thriue my foule. 

Iu. A thoufand times good-night. 

Ro. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy fight, 

Loue goes toward loue as Schoole-boyes from their Booker, 
But loue from loue, toward Schoole with heauie looker. 

Enter Iulict againe. 

lu. Hift Rpmeo t hift,0 for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taffell gentle backe againe. 

Bondage is hoarfc, and may fpeakealoude, 

Elfe would Itearc the CauefwbereEccholyes, 

And make her ay rie tongue more hoarfe, then myne 
With repetition of my Rimeo. 

Ro. It is my loue that cals vpon my name. 

How filuer fweet, found Louers tongues by night. 

Like foftefl Muficke to attending cares. 

Im. Romeo. 

Rom. My Deere. 

lul. What a clock to morrow 



ef Romeo and Juliet . 

Shall I fend to thee? 

By the boure offline* 

JnL I will not faile, tis twentieyeares till then, 

Ihaue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

Ro Let me ftand here till thou remember it. 
lull. I {hall forget, to haue thee ftill ftand there, 
Remembring how I loue thy company. 

Ro. And Ile ftill flay, to haue thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

htli. Tis almoft morning, I would haue thee gone. 

And yet no farther then a wantons Bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like poore Prifoner in his twifted gyues. 

And with a filken thred plucks-it backe againe. 

So louing Iealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 
lu. Sweet Co would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing : 

Good night, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet farrow, 

That I fhall fay good-night, till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breft. 
Would I were fleepe and peace fa fweet to reft 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers elofe Cell, 

His helpc to craue, and my deare hap to tell. 

Exit. 

Enter Fryer alone with a Rajltet. 

Fri. The grey eyde morne fmiles on the frowning night 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreakes of light : 
Andfleckeld darkneffe like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wheeles. 

Now ere the Sunne aduance his burning eye. 

The day to checre.and nights dankc dew to dry, 

I muft vpfill this Ofier Cage of ours, 

With balefull weeds, and precious iuyeed flowers, 

The earth that’s natures mother in her Tombe, 

What is her burvine Graue. that is her wambe ? 
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And from her wombe children of diuers kind 
We fucking on her naturall bofome find : 

Many for many vertures excellent : 

None but for fome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerful! grace that lyes 
In Plants, Hearbs, Stones, and their true qualities: 
For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth liue, 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue : 

Nor ought fo good, but ftrafh’d from thatfaire vfe, 
Reuolcs from true birth, Bumbling on abufe. 
Vertueit felfe-turnes vice being mif-applyed. 

And vice fometime by a&ion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the Infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyfon hath refidence, and Medicine power 1 
For this being fmelt with that part, cheares each pari 
Bein g tafled flayes all fences with the heart. 

Two fuch oppofed Kings, encampe them ftill 
In man, as well as hearbes, grace, and rude will : 

And where the worfer is predominant, 

Full foone the Canker death eates vp that plant. 

"Ro. Goodmorrow father. 

Fri. Benedicite. 

What early tongue fo fvveet falutcth me ? 

Yong fonne, it argues a diftempered head. 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keepes his watch in eucry old mans eye. 

And where care lodges, fleepe will neuer lye : 

But where vnbrufed youth with vnftuft braine 
Doth couch his lims,there golden fleepe doth raigne. 
Therefore thy earlineiledoth me affure. 

Thou art vprous’d with fome diftemp’rature : 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night, 

Ro. That laft is true, the fweeter reft was mine. 
Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofaline? 
With Rofalwe, my ghoftly father no, 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

I haue forgot that name, and that names woe. 
fri. That’s my good fonne, but where haft thou beene then? 
Ro, lie tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 

I haue beene feafting with mine enemie. 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me: 

That’s by me wounded, both our remedies. 

Within thy helpe and holy phyfick lyes:: llO ' 

I beare no hatred bleffed man : for loe 
My interceflion likewife (leads my foe, 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and homely in thy drift, 

Ridling Confeflion, finds but ridling Shrift* 

Rm. Then plainly know my hearts deare loue is fet 
On the faire daughter of rich fapulet : 

As mine on her, fo hers is fet on mine 

And all combio’d/aue what thou muft combine 

By holy Marriage: when and where, and how, 

We met, vve wooed, and made exchange of vow t 
He tell thee as we paffe,but this I pray. 

That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Holy S. Francis what a change is here ? 

Is Rofaline that thou didft loue fo deare. 

So foone forfaken ? yong mens loue then lyes 
Not truly in their hcarts,but in their eyes. 

Iefu Maria , what a deale of brine 

Hath wafht thy fallow cheekes for Rofaline } 

How much fait water throne away in wafte. 

To feafon loue that of it doth not tafte. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes, from Heauen cleares 
Thy old grones yet ring in my ancient earcs : 

Lo here vpon thy cheeke the ftaine doth fit, 

Ofan old tearethat is not wafht off yet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefe woes thine. 

Thou and thefe woes, were all for Rofaline. 

And art thou chang d ? pronounce this fentence then, 

Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 

R°- Thou chid’ft me oft for louing Ref hue. 

Ert. For dotmg,not for louing Pupill mine. 

Ro, 
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•fy. And badft me bury loue. 

Fri. Not in a graue, 

To lay one in, another out tohaue. 

Re. I pray thee chide me not, her I loue now 
-Doth gtacefor grace, and loue for loue allow; 

The other did not fo. 

Fri. O flic knew well. 

Thy loue did read by rote, that could no fpell : 

But come yong Wauerer, come and goe with me. 

In one refpeft He thy afliftant be: 

For this Alliance may fo happie proue. 

To turnc your houfholds rancor to pure loue. 

Rem. O let vs hence, I ftand on fudden haft. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumble that run faft. 

Exeunt, 

Enter Benuolio and Mfcrcutio. 

Mer. Where theDeu’le Aiould this Romeo be? came heenot 
home to night? 

Ben. Not to his fathers, I fpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that fame pale hard-hearted wench, that Rofalwt 
Torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Ttbalty the Kinfman to old fapulet, bath fent a Letter to 



his fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will anfwere it- 

Mer, Any man that can write may anfwere a Letter. 

Ben , Nay, he will anfwere the Letters Matter, how he dares 
being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poore Romeo, heeis alreadie dead,ftab’dwithi 
white Wenches blacke Eye, run through the care with a Loue. 
Song, the very Pinne of his heart, cleft with the blindeBovr* 
boyes But-fliaft, and is he a man to encounter Ttbalii 
Rom. Why, what is Ttbalt} 

eJMer. More then Prince of Cats. O hee’s the couragiotu 
Captaineof Complements : he fights as you fin g Prick-fong, 
keepes time, diftance and proportion, hee refts his mintem relh, 

one two and the third in your bofome : the very Butcher ofa 

filke 



ef Romeo and luliet. 

, t. a dualiff, a dualift, a Gentleman of the veryfirft 
flkC f bU ftbe firftand fecond caufe , ah theimmortallPaffado, 

ftwpunto reuerfo, the Hay. 

of fuch antique lifping afte^ing phanta- 
Of accent: by lefu a very good blade . a 

’ 5 man a very oood whore. Why is not this a lamenta- 
vcry call ma , ^ foould be thus affli&ed with thefe 

ih f fe " s - 

S. i on .he new forme , .be. they eannot fit « eafe on 

he old bench. O their bones , their bones. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ben Here comes Romeo, \\ztccamts R<meo. 

Mr \Vfthout his Roe, like . dryed Hering , O fleflr, «efh, 
art thou fiftrified?now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
n° W A -n. T aura to his Lady, was a kiichin wench, marric fhee 
Sb ^ ”meIo«“ befime y h«rr Me a dowdie CWe. a 
Gipfic.He/renand Hero, foldings and barlocs r TWdre a grey 
ev e P or fo but not to the purpofe. Signior£<ww Bomettr % theres 
a French 5 faluation to your frenchflop : you gaue vs the coun- 

tCr ^lL^ l G oo d ^morrow to you both, what counterfeit did I 

oiueyou?' . 

8 Mer. the flip fir, the flip, can y ou not conce.ue? 

Komto% Pardon good Mcrcuttejxiy bufinefle was great*and 
in fuch a cafe as mine, a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. Thats as much as to fay , fuch a cafe as yours con- 
ftraines a man to bow in the hams.- 
Romeo. Meaning tocurfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rom. A moft curteous exposition. 

Utter. Nay, I am the very pincke of curtefie: 

Romeo. Pinck for flower. 

Mer. Right. * 

Romeo. Why then is my pump well flowred. 

Mer. Sure wit‘, follow mee this ieaft , now till thou haft 
«mrnp out thv mimB . that when the Ancle foie of it is worne. 
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the ieaft may rcmaine after the wearing, foTy fingular. 

Ro. O fingle folde ieaft, foly fingular For the fingleneffe 

Mer. Come betweenc vs good Benuolio , my wits faints* 

"Rp. Swits andfpurs,fwits and fpurs, or He cry a match. 

Mer. Nay , if our wits run the wild goofe chafe , I am done: 
For thou haft more of the wilde goofe in one of thy wits , then 
I am furel haue in my whole fiue. Was I with you there for 
the goofe? 

Ro. Thou waft ncuer with mee for any thing, when thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

CAier. I will bite thee by theearc for that icaft. 

Ro. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer, Thy wit is avery bitter fweting, it is amoftfharp fauce. 

*Ro, And is it not well feru’d in to a fweet goofe ? 

Mer. Oh here’s a wit of Cheucrell , that ftretches from an 
yneb narrow, to an ell-broad. 

Ro. Iflrtftch itoutfor that word,broad,which added tothe 
goofe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad goofe. 

Mer. Why? is not this better now, then groning for Loue, 
now art thou fociable, now art thou Romeo: now art thou what 
thou art, by art as well as by Nature , for this driueling loue is 
likie a great Natural!, that runs lolling vp and downe to hide 
bis bable in a hole. 

Ten. Stop there, (top there. 

Mer. Thoudefircft me to flop in my tale againft the hairc, 

Ben. Thou wouldftelfc haue made thy tale large. 

tJMtr. O thou art deceiu’d.I would haue made it fhort,forI 
was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to 
occupiethe argument no longer. 

Ro. Heres goodly gcare. Enter Nark and her man. 

A fayle a fayle. 

Mer. Two, two, a flhirt and a fmocke, 

Njtr. Peter: 

Peter. Anon. 

Nur. My fan Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face, 



Nttrfe. God y« good morrow Gentlemen. 



Mtr. 



of R omo And htliet. 

ejMer. God ye goodden fairc Gentlewoman. 

Nurfe. Is it goodden? 

Mtr. Tis no lefte I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 

is now vpon the pricke of noone. 

Narfe. Out vpon you , what a man are you? 

To. One Gentlewoma,that God hath made, himfelfe to mat. 
Nttrfe. By my troth it is well faide , for himfelfe to marre 
quath a : Gentlemen can any of you tell roe where I may finde 
the yong Romeo ? 

Ro. I can tell you , but young Romeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then hee was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a worfe. 

Nttrfe. You fay well. 1 : 

Mer. Yea is the worft well , very well tooke, ifaith, wifely, 
wifely. . 

TJurfe. If thou be he fir, Idefire fome confidence with you. 
Ben. Shee will endite him to fome fupper. 

Mer. Abaud.abaud, abaud. Soho. 

Ro. What haft thou found? 

Mer. Noharefir, vnleflcahare firinaLenren-pie, thatis 
iomething ftale and hoarc ere it be (pent. 

An old hare hoare , and an old hare hoare is very good meate 
in Lent. 

But a hare that is hore is too much for a fcore , when it hoares 
ere it be fpent. 

Romeo, will you come to your fathers ? wccle to dinner thither. 
Ro. I will follow you. 

CMcr. Farewell auncicnt Lady., farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Exeunt 

c rl? r * y y° ufir ^ whatrawcic merchant was this thaewas 
lofullorhisropcrie? 

h\vT‘ 9 'a A .. < p5 nfl f man Nnr f e > tfiacloucs to heare himfelfe 
ke, and will fpcake more in a minute, then hee will ftand to 
in a moneth. 

Nur. And a fpcake any thing againft me, lie take him down 

canno7 Cr i “if 'T h u e " hc L is ’ 3nd CwcrUi? fuch ^cks : and if I 
ofhisCil'fl find * thofc that Oiall : feuruie knaue, 1 am none 

-Hurts, I am none of his skaines mates, and thou muft 

E 2 ftand 





/ 
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ftand by too, andfuffer euery Ktiaue to vfe mee at hispi e 
fine. * "* 

Pet. I faw no man vfe you at his pleafure : if I had, my w ea 
pon fhould quickly hauc beenc out, I warrant you, I dare dravj 
afloone as another man, if I feeoccafion in a good quarrell and 
the law on my fide. ‘ 

Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vext , that euery part about 
me quiuers , skuruie Knauc : pray you fir a word : and as I told 
you,myyong Ladie bid me enquire you out, what fhe bid mte 
fay, l will keepe to my fclfe : but firft let me tell ye,if ye fhould 
leade her in a Fooles paradife, as they fay, it were a very groffe 
kind of behauiour as they fay : for the Gentlewoman is yong. 
and therefore, if you fhould deale double with her, truely it 
were an ill thingto be offered to any Gentlewoman, and verie 
vveake dealing. 

Rom . Nurfc, commend me to thy Lady and Miftris, Iproteft 
ynto thee. 

Nur. Good heart ,and yfa ith I will tell her as much : Lord, 
Lord, (be w ll be a ioyfull woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her Nurfc? thou doeft not marke 
mee ? 

a: I will tell her fir, that you doe proteft, which as I take 

it, is Gentlemanlike offer. 



Rom. Bid her deuife fomc meanes to come to fhrift this af- 
ternoone, 

And there (he fhall at Fryer Lawrence Cell 
Be fhriued and married : here is for thy paines. 

Nur. No truly fir not a penrie. 

Rom. Go too, I fay you fhall. 

Nur. This afternoone fir, well (he fhall be there. 

Rom. And flay good Nurfe behind the Abbey wall, 
Within t his houre my man fhall be with t hee. 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled fiaire, 

Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, 

Mufi be my Conuoy in the fecrct night. 

Farewell be truftie,and He quite thy paints ; 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 



turn iJOiiJ ui 



Nur- 



of Romeo and Iultet. 

Mur Now God in Heiueh bb ffe thee, harkeyou fir. 

Ro What fay’ft thou my deare Nurfe ? : ' . 

Mr. Is your man fecret, did you nere here fay, twomay 

keepecounfetl putting one away. 

R». Warrant thee my mans as true as fecle. _ . 

Nur Well fir, my Miftreffe is the fwceteft Ladie, Lord, 
T ord when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Noble- 
man in Towne one Paris , that would faine lay Knife aboard.* 
but fhe good foulehad as leeue fee aTode , a very Tode as fee 
him : I an gerer fometimes , and tell her that Paris is the prope- 
rcr man but lie warrant you, when I fay fo, fhe lookes as pale 
as any clout in the verfall World, doth not Rofcmarie and Ro- 
meo begin both with a Letter ? 

Ro. I Nurfe, what of that? Both with an R. 

Nur. A mocker that’s the Doggcs name. R. is for the no , I 
know it beginneswith fome other letter , and fhee hath the 
pr etticft fenceptious of it, ofyou and Rofcmary , that it would 
do c you good to hearc it. 

Rem. Commend me to thy Lady, 

Nur. I athoufand times Peter ? 

Pet. Anon. 

Nur. Before and apace. 

Suit. 

Enter Iuliet. 

/«. The clocke ftrooke nine when 1 did fend the Nurfe, 

In halfc an houre fhe promifed to leturne* 

P.Tchance fhe cannot meete him, thats n'otfo t 
Oh fhe is lame, loues Heratilds' fhould be thoughts, 

Which ten times fafter glides then the Sunnes beames, 

Drining bncke (hadowes ouer lowring hils: 

Therefore doe nimble pinion’d Doues draw lone. 

And therefore hath the winde fwife Cupid wings.* 

Nowis cheSunnc vpon the highmoiVhill 
Ofthisdayes idtltney, arid from nine till twelue. 

Is three long honres, y et fhe is not come. 

Had fhe affe&ionsand warme youthful! bloud, 

Shee would be as fwift in motion as a ball, 

Ms? 
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My words would bandie her to my fweet Loue. 

And his to me, but old folkes.many faine as they were dead 
;Vnweildie,flow,heauie, and pale as lead. 

£»t*rNurfel 

O God ftie conies, O honey Nurfe w hat newcs ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nur. Veter ftay at the gate. 

Iu. Now good fweet Nurfe, O Lord, why look’ll thou fad ) 
Though newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily. 

If good thou ftiam’ft the Mufick of fweet newes. 

By playing it to me,with fo fowcr a face. 

Nur. I am a weary, giue me leauc a while, 

Fye how my bones ake, what a iaunt hauc I had ? 

Iu. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newest 
Nay come, I pray thee fpeake, good, good Nurfe fpeake. 

i^ur. Iefu what haft, can you not ftay a while ? 

Doe you not fee that 1 am out of breath ? 

Iu. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me, that thon art out of breath ? 

The excufe th3t thou do’ft make in this delay, 

Is longer then the Tale thou do’ft cxcufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwere to that. 

Say either and lie ftay the circumftance: 

Let mebefatisfied, ift good or bad? 

Nur. Well, you haue made a fimple choice, you know not 
how to choofc a man : Rotneojoo not he, though his face be bet. 
ter then any mans, yet his legge excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foot and body, though they becnottobeetalkton, yet 
they are paft compare : he is not the flowerof curtefie , but lie 
warrant him as gentle as a Lambe : goe thy wayes Wench, 
ferue God. What haue you dinde at home ? 

Iu. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What fayes he of our Marriage, what of that? 

Nur . Lord, bow my head akes, what a head haue I: 
Itbeates as it would fall in, twentie pieces. 

My backea tothcr fide, a my backe,mybacke: 

Befhrew your heart for feuding me about 




of Romeo And Juliet. 

To catch my death with iaunting vp and downed 
Iu. Ifaith I am forty that thou art not well. 

Sweet, fweet, fweet Nur ft , tell me what fayes my Loue ? 

Nur. Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a curteous, and a kind, and a bandfome. 

And I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother ? 

]». Where is my mother, why, Ihcc is within, where ftaould 
flic bee ? 

How odly thou replyeft : 

Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you fo hot, marry come vp I trow. 

Is this the poultis for my aking bones : 

Hence-forward doe your Meflagcs your felfe. 

Iu. Here’s fuch a coyle, come what fayes Romeo ? 

Nur. Haue you got leaue to goe to Ihrift to day ? 

Iu. I haue. 

Nur. Then high you hence to Fryer Lawrence Cell. 

There ftayes a Husband to make you a Wife: 

Now comes the wanton bloud vp in yourcheekes, 

They’lc be in Scarlet ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
Muft dimbe a Birds-neaft foone when it is darke 
lam the Drudge, and toyle in your delight : -i 

But you (hall beare the burthen foone at night. 

Goe lie to dinner, hye you to the Cell. ~ 

lu. Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Exeunt l 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Tri, So fmile the Heauens vpon this holy Aft, 

That after houres, with forrow chide vs nor. 

Ro. Amen, Arocu, but come what forrow can. 

It cannot counteruaile the exchange of ioy 
1 hat one jhort minute giues me in het fight : 

Doe thou but clofe our hands With holy words, 

: ~ ? ' v .'Then 
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Then loue-deuouring death doe what he dare. 

It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights haue violent ends, 

And in their tiiuroph dye like fire and powder; 

Which as they kiffeconfumc.The fweeteft honey 
Is lothfomneffc in his own© deli cioufntfle, 

Kn<l in ihfc tafle confounds the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately , long loue doth fo, 

Too fwift, arnues as tardie, as too flow. 

Enter luliet. 

Here comes the Ladie, Oh fo l : ght afoot 
Will nere weare out the cuerlalting flint, 

A Louer may beftride the Goflamours, 

That idles in the wanton Summer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanitie. 

lu . Good euen to my ghoftly Confeflor. 

Fri. Romeo fhall thanke thee daughter for vs both, 

]», As much to him, elfe in his thankes too much. 

Ro t Ah luliet, if the meal ure of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Ayre, and let rich Mufickes tongue, - • 
Vnfold the imagin’d happincffc that both 
Receiue in either, by this dcare encounter. 

I u. Conceit more rich in matter then in words. 

Brags of his fubflance,noc of ornament. 

They are but Beggers that can count their worth; 

But my true Loue is growne tofuch excefle, 

I cannot fumme vp fome of halfemy wealth. 

Fri. Come, come with me, and we will make fbort worke, 
For by your icaues,y ou (hall not flay alone, 

Till holy Church incorporate twoin one. 

Enter Mercutio, Benuolion, and men. 

Ben. I pray thee good -Mereutto lets retire, 

The day is hot, the faptilets abroad : 

And if we meet, we-fliall not feape abrawle, for now theft hot 
dayes, is the mad btoud ftirring; 

Jlatf* 



of Romeo dnd lttlieu 

jtfer. Thou art like one of thefe fellowes, that when hce en- 
ters the confines of a Taucrne, chps mee his fword vpon the 
tableland layes, God fend mee no need of thee: and by the o- 
peracion of the fecond cup , drawes him on the Drawer , when 
indeed, there is no need. 

Befi. Am I like fuch a fellow ? 

Met. Come, come, thou art as hot a Tacke in thy moode, as 
any in l take : and afloonc moued to bee moodie , and affoonc 
iDOodie to be moued, 

Ben . And what too? 

Mer, Nay and there were two fuch , wee fhould haue none 
ftiorcly, for otic would kill the ocher : thou, why thou wile 
quarrell with a man that hath a hairemore, or a haireleflein 
bis beard, then thou haft : thou wilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts , hauing no othe r reafon, but becaufc thou haft 
hafell eyes : what eye , but fuch an eye , would f pre out fuch a 
quanellPrhy head is as full of quarrels,3$ anegge is ful of meat, 
and yet thy head hath bf en beaten asaddlcas an egge forquar* 
relling : chou haft quareld with a man for coffing in the ftreet, 
becauie he hath wakened thy dog that hath Jayne aflerpe in the 
Sun. Didft thou not fall out with a taylor for wearing his new 
doublet before Eafter : with another, for tying bis new fhooes 
With old riband, and yet thou wilt tutor me from quarrelling ? 

Ben, And 1 were fo apt to quarrel as thou arc. any man fhjuid 
buy the fee-fimplc if my life, for an houic and a quarter. 

Mer t The fee-fimple, O fimple. 

Enter Tibalt, Petruchio and ethers. 

r Ben % By my head h re come* the fapH/cis. 

Msr. Bv/ my hcele I care not. 

Tibalt, F dlo w me clofe, for I will fpcake to then. 

Gentlemen, Good-den, a word with one of you. 

M r. And b„t one word with one of ys? couple it with fotn- 
th.ng, make it a word and a blow. 

gi uc* meT cc a fio n ”** apt ' nOUgh t0th8: and WlU 

Could y. ol,not ta ^ c ^ omc occafion without gi- 

Ti. 
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TJf MLtrcntio thou conforteft with Romeo. 

Me?. Confort, what do’ft thou make vs Minftrcls? and tho 
make Minftrels of vs, look to heare nothing but difcords, here’s 
my Fiddlefticke , heere’s that (hall make you dance fcoundj 
confort. 

Ben. We talke here in the publike haunt of men : 

Either withdraw vnto fome priu3tc place. 

Or reafon coldly of your grieuances. : 

Or elfc depart, here all eyes gaze on vs. 

Met. Mens eies were made to lookc, and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo, 

7 i. Well peace be with you fir,here comes my roan; 

Mer.Hut lie be hang’d fir,tf he wcareyour Liueryt 
M arry goe before to field, heele be your follower. 

Your Worfhip in that fenfe may call him man. 

Ttb. Romeo, the lone I beare thee, canaffoord 
No better terme then this: thou art a Villaine. 

Ro.Ttbalt ,the reafon that I haue to loue thee, 

Doth much excufe the appertayning rage 
To/uch a greeting : Villaine am I none. 

Therefore farewell I fee thou know’ll me not. 

7i. Boy, this fhall not excufe the iniuries 
That thou hall done me therefore turne and draw, 

Ro. I doe proteft I neuer injured thee, 

But loue thee better then thou canft deuife: 

Till thou (halt know, the reafon of my loue. 

And fo good Capukt, which name I tender 
As dearcly as my owne, be latisfied. 

M.r, O calme difhonourable, vile fubmiffion t 
%AIU /iucatho carries it away. 

Tibf/t, you Rat-catcher, will you walke ? 

7*. What woulds thou haue with me ? 

Mtr. Good King of Cats , nothing but one of your nine 
hues-, that I mcanc to make bold withall, and as you (hall 
vl<;mfc hereafter dric beate the reft of the eight.. Will you 
pfiickc your Sword out of his Pilcher by the cares ? make hafle, 

lead 






of Romeo and lultet. 

, aft mine bcc aboUt y ° Uf CarM " C U bW 0Ut ’ * 

n't I am for you. 

Ro. Gentle Mereutio, put thy Rapier vp. 

Mtr. Come fir your Paffado. 

ro Draw Benmlto, beate downc their weapons. 
Gentlemen, for (hame forbeare this outrage, 
realty Mereutio, the Prince esprefly hath 
Foibid bandying in Verona ftreets, 

Hold Ttbalt, good Mereutio. 

oAxaj Tibalt, 

Mtr. T am hurt. 

A plague a both houfes, T am iped. 

Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ren. What art thou hurt? , 

Mtr. I, I, a fcratch, a fcratch, marry tis enough. 

Where is mv Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon. 

Courage man, the hurt cannot be much. « . 

Mer. No ’tis not fo deepe as a Well, nor fo wide as a Church 
doore,but ’tis enough, twill ieiue : askeforme to morrow, and 
you fliall find mee a graue man. I am peppered I warrant, for 
this World, a plague a both your houlcs, (ounds a dog,a rat, a 
moufc, a cat to fcratch a man to death, a braggart, a rogue, a 
villaine, that fights by the booke of Arithmetick , why the 
deu’ie came you betweene vs ? I was hurt vnder your arme. 

Ro. I thought all for the beft. 

M-r. Helpc me into fome houfe Benuolio. 

Or I (hall faint, a plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made wormes meat of me, 

I haue it, and i'oundly to your houfes 

Exit 

Ro. This Gentleman the Princes neare alic, 

My very friend hath got his mortal! hurt 
Jn my behalfe, ttiy reputation ftaynd 
With7»Wrs (launder , Tibalt that anhoure 
Hath b' ene my Cozin, O fweet luhet. 

Thy beautie hath made twe effeminate. 

And iu my temper loftncd valours ftecle. 

F a Enter 
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Enter Benuolio, 

TA. O Romeo, Romeo, brauc M event is is dead. 

That gallant fpirit hath afpir’d the Cloudes, 

Which too vntimely here did fcorne the earth. 

Ro. This dayes blacke fate, on moe dayei doth depend. 
This but begins, the woe others mu ft end. 

r Btn. .Here comes the furious Tibalt backeagainc. 

7^o. He gon in triumph and Menutto flaine. 

Away to heauen rcfpeifliue lenitic, 

And tire and furie, be my conduifl now, 

N ew Tibalt take the villaine backaga.ne, 

That late thou gaueft me, for Mercntio’s foule 
Is but a liftle way abouc cur heads, 

Staying for thine to keepe him companie : 

Either thou or I, or both,muft goc with him. 

Ji. Thou wretched boy that didft confort him here, 

Shalt with him bence. 

Re, This fhall determine that. 

They fight. Tibalt falls. 

Bert. Romeo, away.be gone: 

The Citizens are vp. and Tibalt flaine. 

Stand not amazed, the Prince will doomc thee death. 

If thou arr taken, hence begone, away. 

Ro. O, T am fortunes foole. 

Ben. Why doft thou Hay ? 

Exit. Romeo, 

Enter Citi&rni. 

fiti. Which way ran he thackild Mevcutio ? 

Tibalt, that murthercr, which way ran he? 

Benn. There lyes that Tibalt. 

C tit . Vp. fir, goe with me : 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, eld Mounrague,Capulet, 
their 'dines and all. 

Tvin. Where arc the vile beginricrs of this fray? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I can difcouerall: 

The vnluckie mannage of this taiall brail, 




of Romeo and Iuliet. 

There lyes the man flaine by young R«meo t 
That flew thy kinfman, braue Mercntio. * 

CapH.tf'i • Ttbalt, my Cozin, O my brothers child, 

O Prince, O Cozin, husband, O the bloud is fpild 
Of mV deare kinfman. Prince, as thou art true. 

For bloud of ours,fliead bloud of CMentagne. 

0 Cozin, Cozm. 

Prin. Bcnuolio, who began thisbloudy fray ? 

Ben. Ttbalt here flaine, whom Romeo’s hand did flay, 

Borneo that fpoke him faire, bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was, and vrg’d withall 
Your high dilpleafure all this vttered. 

With gentle bieath, calme lookc, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
Of Tibalt dcafe to peace, bur that he tilts ^ 

With peircing fteele at bold Mevcutio s brealt, % 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point, 

And with a Martiall (come, with one hand beates 
Cold death afide, and with the other fends 
It back to Tibalt , whofe dexteritie 

Retorts it, Romeo he crycs aloud, ? 

Hold friends, friends part, and fwifter then his tongue, 

His agill arme beates downe their fatal! points. 

And twixt them rufhes, vnderneath whofe arme. 

An cnuiotis thruft from Tibalt, hit the life 
Of flout tj\l event to t and then Tibalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo , 

Who had but newly entertayn’d reuenge. 

And too’t they goe like lightning, for ere I - . 

Could draw to part them, was flout Tibalt flaine : 

And as he fell, did Romeo turne and flie, 

This is the truth, or let Benuolto die. 

fa.tvi. He is a kinfman to the Mountague t 
Affection makes him falfe,he fpeakes not true : 

Some twentie of them fought in this blacke flrife. 

And all thole twentie could bur kill one life. 

1 beg for luftice, which thou, Prince, murt giue: 

F 3 Romeo 
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'Romeo flew Rtbalt, Romeo muft not liue. 

Pritf. Romeo (lew him, he fl -WJManKtio, 

Who now the price of his ckarc bkud doth owe. 

Moeen. Not Romeo Prince, he wa«- Afircutios friend. 
His fault concludes, but what the Law fhould end. 
The life oiTibalt. 

Pnu. And for that offence. 

Immediately we doc exile him hcncej 
I haue an IntcreH in yourhearts proceeding* 

My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 
But lie amerce you with foftrong a fine. 

That you fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

I will be dcal'e to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers fhall purchsfe out abufes. 
Therefore vfc none, let Romeo hence in half, 

Elfe when he is found, that home is his laft. 

Beare hence this body, and attend cur will, 

Mercy but murdeTS, pardoning thofe that kill. 

Enter alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed (feeds, 

Towards Pboebut lodging, fuch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft, / < 

And bring in clowdie nighr immediately, 
fpread thy dofc curtaine loue- performing night. 

That nsn-awayes eyes may winckc, and Romeo 
Le jpe to thefe armes, vntalkt of and vnfeenc, 

Lo uers can fee todoe their amorous rights, 

By their owne beauties, or of loue tc blind, 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night. 

Thou fober futed matron all inblacke. 

And learne mchow toloofea winningmatch. 

Plaid for a psire offtainleffcmaiden-heads 
Hood my vnmand bloud baiting in my cheekes, 

With thy blacke mantle, till ((rang e loue grow bold, 
Thinke true loue aft ed fimple modeftie : 

Come night, comt Romeo , come thou day in night, 
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Par thou wilt lie vpon thewings of night. 

Whiter then fnowvpon aRauens backe: 

Come gentle night, come louing black. browd night, 

Giue me my Romeo, and when hee fhall die. 

Take him and cut him out in little tfarres. 

And he will make the face of heauen fo fine. 

That all the world will be in loue with night. 

And pay no worfhip to the garifh Sun* 

O I haue bought the manfion of a buc, . 

But not poffelt it, and though l am fold* 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day. 

As is the night before fome feftiuali. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weare them, O here comes my Nurfn 
Enter N urfc with cords. 

And fhee brings newes and cuery tongue that fpeakes 
But Romeot name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence: 

Now what nevves? what haft thou there, 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 

JV«r. I, I, the cords, 

Juliet. Ay me,what newcs’why doft thou wring thy hands* 
j\ jur. A weladay, bees dead, bees dead, bees dead* 

We are vndone Lady , we are vndone. 

A lacke the day, hces gone, hees kild, hecs dead. 

In. Can heauen be l'o enuious. 

Nur. Romeo can. 

Though heauen cannot. G Romeo, Romeo, 

Whoeucr would haue thought it Romeo. 

Iu. What d.uell art rbou, that doft torment roe thus? 

This torture fhould be rored in difmall hell. 

Hath Rgmeo flainc himfelfei? fay thou but 1, ; 

And that bare vo well 1 fhallpoyfbn more 
Then the death-darting eye ofCockatrice, 

1 am not 1, if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhot, that makes thee anfwere I: 

If he be (bine fay I, or if not, no. 

Briefc, founds, determine my weak er wo, 

7tyr. 
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Tfyr. I fa* the' wound, l fa w it with mine eyes, 

God fauechj Tiarke, here on his manly bred. 

Aqueous coarfe, abloody piteous coarfe, 
pate, pale as a(h;s, all bedavvde in blood. 

All in goate blood, I founded at the fight. 

1st, O breake my heart, poore banckrout bteake at once 
Toprifon eyes, nere lookt onlibertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne, end motion here, 

And thou and Romeo prefleone heauie bee re. 

Njtr. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft friend I had, 

O curteous “Tybalt honed Gentleman, 

That euer I fhould Hue to fee thee dead. 

lu. What ftorme is this that blowcs fo contraric? 

Is Romeo flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 

My dcareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then drcadfull Trumpet found the gencrall doome. 

For who is liuing, if thole two are gone? 

Nur. Tybalt: 'is gouc, and Romeo banifhed, 

Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. 

Iuliet. O God, did Romeos hand fhed Tibalts blood? 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Nttr. O ferpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 
/w.Did euer dragon keepe fo fairc aCaue? 

Beautifull tyrant , fiend angelicall: 

Rauenous doue,fcathred Rauen.woluiftwaucninglambc, 
Defpifed fubflance ofdiuinefl fliow: 
lull oppofite to what thou iufily fcem’ft, 

A damned faint, an honourable villaine: 

O Nature, what hadft thou to doe in hell, 

W hen thou didfl power the fpirit o f a fiend 
In mortall paradile offuch fweet fl fh? 

Was euer booke contayning fuch vile matter 
So faircly bound? O that deceit liquid dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

Nur. Theres no truft, no faith, nohoneftie in men, 

AH periurde, all for-tworne, all naught, all diflemblcrs, 
Ah wheres my man? giue me fome Aqua- vital 
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Thefc gtiefes, thefe woes, thefeforrowes make me old, 

chame come to Romeo. 

1st. Bliftcred be thy tongue 
For fuch a wifh, he was not borne to fliamc: 

Vpon his brow (hamc is aft^m d to fie. 
for th , throne where honour m.y be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall earth. 

n what a beaft was I to chide at him. 

Will you fpe.kew.ll of him , hr. kild four «»uf 
lu Shall I fpeake ill of him that i* my hutband. 

Ah poore my Lord, what tongue (hall imooth thy name, 
When I thy three houres wife hauemangledit? 

But wherefore villaine didfl thou kill my Cozio? 

That villaine cozin would haue kild my husband: 
Backefoolifh teares.backe toyournatiuefpring, 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer yp to ioy, •' 

Mv husband Hues that Ttbalt would haue flame 
And Ttbaltt dead that would haueflaine my husband: 

All this is comfort, wherefore wcepe I then: 

Some words there was worfer then Tibalts death 
That murdered me, 1 would forget it fainc. 

But oh it prefles to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deedes to finners minds, 

Ttbalt is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banilhed , that one word banifhed, 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Ttbalt s: Tibalts death 

Was woe inoughifit bad ended there: < 

Or iffower woe delights in fcllowfhip. 

And needly will b.c wranckt with other griefes. 

Why followed not when {he faid Ttbalts dead, 

Thy father or thy mother ,.nay or both, 

Which moderne.Latticntation might haue thoued, . 

But with a reareward following Ttbalts dcatbj 
Romeo is banifhed to fpeake that word, 

Is father, mother, Ttbalt , Romeo, Juliet f 
All flaine, all dcidiT^meo is banifhed. 
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There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound. 

In that words death, no words can that woe found 
Where is my father and my mother Nurfci 

TJur. Weeping and wailing ouetTiba/ts corfe. 

Will you goe to them: 1 will bring you thither* 

/». Wafhthey his wounds with teares; mine fhall be fpent, 
When theirs are drie, for 'Romeos banifhment. 

Take vp thofe cords, poore ropes you are beguild, 

Borh you and 1 for 7 Xomto is cxild: 

He made you for a high-way to my bed,. 

But I a maide, die maiden widdowcd. 

Come cord, come Nurfe , He to my wedding bed. 

And death not Romeo, rake my maiden head. 

TJur. Hie to your chamber, lie find Romeo 
To comfort you, 1 wot well where he is: 

Harke ye, your Romeo will be heare at night. 

He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

lu. O find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come, to take his lad farewell. 

, • Exit. 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Tri. Romeo come forth, come forth thoufearefullman, 
Affi&ion is cnamord of thy parts: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what newes? What is the Princes doome? 
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand. 

That I yet know not? 

Eri. Too familiar. 

Is my deare Sonne with fuch fowre companie ? 

I bring thee tydings ofthePrinces doome. 

Ro. What leffe thenDoomefday is the Princes doome ? 
Fri. A gentler mdgement vanifht from his lips. 

Not bodies death, buc bodies banifhment. 

Ro, Ha, banifhment? be mercitull, fay death : 

For exile hath more terror in his look*-, 

Much more then death, doc not fav ban- fhment. 

Fri, Hcte from Verona art thou bamfhed ; 
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Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Re. There is no world without Verona walles. 

But purgatory, torture, hell it fclte : 

Hence banifhed, is banifbt from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifhed. 

Is death miftearm'd , calling death banifhed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And ftnileft vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly finne, O rude vnthankefulnefle. 
Thy fault our Law cals death,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy parr, hath rufht afide the Law, 

And turn’d that blacke word death to banifhment. 
This is deare mercie, and thou feed it nor. 

Ro. *Tis torture and not mercie, Heauen is here 
Where Juliet Hues and euery Car aDd Dogge, 

And little Mouie, euery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in Heauen and may lookc on her. 

But Romeo may not. More validitie. 

More honourable date, more court fhip Hues 
In carrion dyes, then Romeo: they may fcaze 
On the white wonder of deare Juliets hand. 

And deale immortall blcfling from her lips, 
Whoeuen in pure and Vcdallmodcdy, 

Still blufh, as thinking their owne kiffes finne. 

This may flyes doc, when I from this mud flyc : 

And fay ft thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banifhed, 

Flyes may doc this, but I from this mud flye : 

They are freemen, butl am banifhed. 

Hadd thou no poy fon mixt no fharpe ground Knife, 
No fudden meane of death, thoughoere fo meane. 
But banifhed to kill me : Banifhed ? 

O Fryer, the damned vfe that word in hell : 

Howling attends it, how had thou the heart 
Being a Diuine, a ghodly Confeflbr, 

A finne Obfoluer, and my Friend profeft. 

To mangle me with that word banifhed? 

G * 
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Tri. Thou fond mad n»n,heare the a little fpeake. 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake againc of banilhment. . 

Fri. lie giue thee armour to keepc off that wdid, 
Aduerfnies fweet milke, Philofophie, 

To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Ro. Yet banifhed? hang vp Philofophie, 

VnlefTe Philofophie can make a luliet, 

Difplant a Towne, reuerfe a Princes doome, 

It helpes not, itpreuailcs not, talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee, that mad men haue no eares. 

Ro. How fhould they.wheft wife men haUe no eyes. 

Frt. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 

Ro. Thou canftnot fpeake of that thou dolt not feele, 

Wert thou as young as I, /#/<>fchyloiic. 

An houre but married, Tibalt murdered. 

Doting like me,andlikemehaniflaed. 

Then mighteft thou fpeake. 

Then mighteft thou teare thy haire. 

And fall vpon the ground as I doe now. 

Taking the meafure of an vnmade grauc. 

Nfurfe knotty. 

Fri. Arife, one knocks, good Romeo hide thy felfe, 

Ro. Not I, vnleffc the breath of heart-ficke grones 
Mift-like infold me from the fearch of eyes. 

Knockf. 

Fri. Harke how they knocke ( who’s there) Romeo arife. 
Thou vfilt be taken (ftay awhile) ftand vp. 

: - Knocke again e. 

Run to my ftudie (by and by) Gods will. 

What fimplchefTe is this; I come, I come. 

Knocke. 

Who knocks fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 
Snter T^urfe. 

Nur. Let me come in, and you fhall know my errand : 

I come from Lady luliet, 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy Frier, O tell meholy Frier, 

-V' i c k) Where’s 
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Where’s my Ladies Lord, where’s Romeo, 

^ Fri* There on the ground. 

With his owne tearcs made drunKe. 

j *jur. O, he is euen in my Miftrcffe cafe, 

Iuft in her cafe. O wofull Empathy: 

Pitious predicament, cuenfo lyes lhee, 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbnng. 

Stand vp, ftand vp, ftand and you b « * ro *°» 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why fhould you fall into fe deepe an O : 

Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, death’s the end of all. 

Rom Spakeft thou of/#/«* ? how is it with her? 

Doth not fhcc thinkeme an old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftaynd the child -hood of our loy. 

With blood remoued, but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhee ? and how doth fhee ? and what fayes 
Mv conceald Lady to our canccld loue ? 

Nur. Oh, fhee fayes nothing, fir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp, 

And Ttbalt calls, and then on Romeo c ryes. 

And then downe falls againc. ■ 

Rom. As if that name fhot from the deadly leuell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfcd hand 
Murdred her kinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge ? Tell me, that I may lacke 
The hatefull manfion. 

Trio Hold thy defperate hand \ 

Art thou a man ? thy lormc crycs out thou art t 
Thy tcares arc womanifti, thy wild a denote 
The vnrcafonable furie of a heart : 

Vnfcemely woman in a feemiflg man > 

And ill befeeming heart in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaxd me. By my holy Order, 

I though: thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thou flainc Ttbtlti wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 
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And flay thy Lady, that in thy lifelyes. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy feJfc ? 

Why raylclt thou on thy birth ? the hcaden and earth ^ 
Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doe meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou fhameft thy fhape, thy loue, thy wit. 
Which like aVfurer aboundft in all : 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which (hould be deckc thy (hape,thy loue, thy wit: 
Thy noble fhape is but a forme of waxe, 

Difgrcfling from the valour of a man. 

Thy deareloue fworne, but hollow periurie. 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to cherifh. 
Thy wit, that ornament, to fhape and loue, 
Miffe-fhapen in the conduct ofthem both: 

Like powder in a skilt-leffe Souldiers flaske. 

Is fet a fire by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou dilmembred with thine owne defence. 
What, rowfe thee man, thy Juliet is aliue. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy , Tibalt would kill thee. 

But thou flewcft Ttbalt , there art thou happy. 

The Law that threatned death becomes thy friend. 
And turnes it to exile,there art thou happie. 

A packe of bleflings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happinefle courts thee in her beft array, 

But like a misbehau’d and fullen Wench, 

Thou powts vpon thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch dye miferable. 
Goeget thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet. 

For then thou canft not paffe to Mantua, 

Where thou (halt liue till we can find a time 
To blaze your Marriage, reconcile your friends, 

Beg pardon ofthe Prince and call thee backe. 

With twentie hundred thoufand times more ioy 
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Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Coe before Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfc to bed. 

Which heauie forrow makes them apt Vnto, 
J?(?w#0iscoroming. 

jjur. O Lord, I could haue ftayd here all the night. 

To heare good counfell, oh what Learaing is : 

My Lord, He tell my Lady you will come. 

Ro. Doe fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 

Uur. Here fir, a Ring Che bids me giue you fir : 

Hie you,make harte, for it growes very late. 

Ro. How well my comfort is rcuiu’d by this. 

Fri. Goe hence, goodnight, and here (lands all your (late 
Either be gone before the watch be (ct, 

Or by the breake of day difguis’d from hence, 

Soioume in c Mantua, lie find out your man. 

And he (hall fignifie from time to time, 

Euery good hap to you, that chances here : 

Giue tnc thy hand, ’tis late, farewell, goodnight. 

Ro. But that a ioy paft ioy calls out on me, 

It were a griefe, fo bnefe to part with thee': 



Exeunt. 

Enter old Capulet^w *01/# Paris, 

Ca. Things nauefalne out fir fo vnlnckily. 

That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 
Looke you, flic lou’d her Kinfman7<£<*// dearcly. 

And fo did I. Well we were borne to dye. 

’Tis very late, fhec’l not come downe to night : 

I promife you, but for your company, 

I would haue bcene a bed an houre agoe. 

Par/r.Thefc times of wo,affoord no times to woe ? 
Madam goodnight, commend me ro your daughter. 

La. I will, and know her mind early to morrow. 
To night (he is mewed vp to her hcauine(Tc. 

Cu. Sir Paris, I will make a defperate tender 
Of my childcs loue; I thiokc (he will be tuldc. 
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In all rcfpe&s by me : nay more, I doubt it not. 

Wife, goe you to her cte you goe to bed. 

Acquaint her here of my Tonne Paris loue r 
And bid her, marke you me, on Wendfday next. 

But foft, what day is this ? 

Paris. Monday, my Lord. 

Ca. Monday, ha,ba, well wendfday is too foone, 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her, 

Shee fhall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

Weele keepe no great adoe, a friend or two, 

Forharkeyou, Tibalt being flaine fo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinfman, if we reuHl much : 

Therefore weele haue fome halfc a dozen friends, 

And there an end, but what fay you toThurfday ? 

Paris. My Lord, I would that thurfday were to morrow, 
Capa. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday, be it then : 

Goe you to Iuliet ere you goe to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, againft this wedding day. 

Farewell, my Lord, light to my chamber, ho. 

Afore me, it is fo very late, that we may call it early by and bv, 
Goodnight. 

Exeunt. 

Eater Romeo and Iuliet aloft, 
la. Wilt thou be gone ? It isnot yec r.carc day : 

It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

That pierft the fearefull hollow of thine eare. 

Nightly fhee lings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Beleeuemeloue, it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the Herald ef the morne. 

No Nightingale; looke lone what enuious ft rcakes 
Doe lacc the feueting clouds in yonder Eaft : 

Nights candles are burnt out, and iocend day 
Standstip-toe on the miftie Mountaynes tops, 

I muft be gone and line, or ftay and die. 

/«. Yond light is not day light, I know it Is 
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Tt is fome Meteor that the Sunne exhales, 

ro be to thee this night a Torch -beater, 

Andligbt thee on thv way t o Mantua. 

Therefore ftay yet.thouneedft not to be gone. 

Th £ u'me L tane, le. be pa. to d.a.h, 

I am content.fo thou wilt haue it fo. 

Tie fay V«u gray is nor the mornings eye, 

■Tis but the pale reflexe of Cwtbiao brow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whofe notes . doc beacc 
The yaulty hcauen fo high aboue om heads, 

I haue more care to ftay then will to goe t 
Come death and welcome, Iuliet wils it lo. 

How ift my foule, lets talke.it is not day. 

lu. It is, it is, hie hence be gene away : 

It is the Larke that lings fo out of tune, 

Strayning hatlb D>fcords, and vnpleafing Sharpes. 

Some fay the Larke makes fwectDiuifaen. 

This doth not forfor (be deuideth vs. 

Some fay the Larke and lothed T oad change eyes, 

0 now I would they had chang’d voyccs too : 

Since arroe from arme that voyce doth vs affray, 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, 

Onow be gone, more light and light it growes. 

Romeo. More light and light, more darke and darke 
our woes. 

Enter Madame And Nuric. 

Nur. Madam. 
lu. Nurfe. 

Nur. Your Lady Mother is commingto your chamber. 
The day is broke, be wary, looke about. 

Iu. Then window let day in, and let life out. 

Ro. Farewell,farewell,ooe kifle and He deicend. 
lu. Art thou gone fo Loue,Lord,ay husband, triend, 

1 muft hcarc from thee euery day in the houie. 

For in a minute there are many daves, 

O by this count I fhall be much in yeares. 
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Ro. Farewell. 

I will omit no oportunitie. 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 

lu. O thinkcft thou we fhail euer mecte againe ? 

Ro. I doubt it not, and all thefe woes fliall feruc 
For fwcet difcourfes in our time to come. 

lu. O God I haue an ill diuining foule, 

Me thinkes I fee thee now, thou art fo lowe, 

As one dead in the bottome of a Tombe, 

Either my eye-fight failes, or thou lookeft pale. 

Tom. And trurt me loue, in my eye fo doe you; 

Dry forrow drinkes our bloud. Adue, adue. 

Exit. 

In. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle. 

If thou art fickle, what doft thou with him 
That is renowned for faith? be fickle Fortune ; 

For then I hope thou wilt not kcepe him long, 

But fend himbacke. 

Enter other. 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp? 

Itt. Who ift that cals? it is my Lady Mother. 

Is file not downe fo late or vp fo early ? 

What vnaccuftom’d caufe procures herhether ? 

La. Why, how now Juliet, 
lu. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Euermore weeping for your Cozins death ? 

What wilt thou wafh him from his graue with tearcs ? 
And if thou could’ft, thou could’ft net make him liue : 
Therefore haue done,fome griefefhewes much of loue. 

But much of griefe,fhewcs Hill fome want of wit. 
lu. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling lofle, 

La. So fliall you feele the Ioffe, but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

lu. Feeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend. 

La. Well Girle,thou weep’ft not fo much for his death, 
As that the Villaine liucs which flaughtcred him. 
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j#, what Villaine Madam? 
la. That fame Villaine Romeo, 
jt. Villaine, and he be many miles a funder ; 

God pardon him, I doe with all my heart ; 

And yet no man like he, doth grieuc my heart. 

La. That is becaufe the Tray tor liucs. 
lu. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands : 

Would none but I might venge my Cozins death. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 

Then weepe no more. He fend to one in Mantua 9 
Where that famebaniftit Runnagatedoth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an accuftom’d dram, ^ 

That he fliall foone keepe Tibalt companies 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

lu. Indeed I neucr fliall be fatisfied 
With "Rfimeo, till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a Kinfman vext : 

Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bcare a poyfon, I would temper it : 

That Romeo fhould vpon receit thereof, 

Soone fleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
Toheare him nam'd and cannot come to him. 

To wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath flaughtere dhim. 

Mo. Find thou the meanes, and ile find fuch a man* 

But now ile tell thee ioyfull tiding Girle. 

lu. And ioy comes well in fuch a needy time. 

What are they, I befeech your Ladifliip ? 

Mo. Well, well, thou haft a ca refull father childe. 

One who to put thee from thy beauinefTe, 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy. 

That thou expefts not, nor I lookt not for. 
lu. Madam in happie time, what day is that ? 

CMo. Marrie my childe, early ncxtThurfday mornc. 
j The gallant, yong, and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Paris at Saint RefmChurch, 

Shall happly make thee there aioyfu 11 Bri de« 

H a I* 
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lu. Now by Saint Veters Church, and Peter too, 

He fhall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft.that I mud wed 

Ere he that fliould be husband comes to woo,- 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

I will not marry yet, and when I doe, I fwearc 
It fhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris, thefe are nevtes indeed. 

M:r. Here comes your father,tell him fo your (clfe;: 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulct and Nurfir. 

Ca. When the Sun lets, the Ay re doth drifle deaw. 
But for the> un-fctof my Brothers fonne. 

It raines downe right. 

How no w a Conduit Girle, what Bill in teares. 
Eucrmore fhowring : In one little body? 

Thou counterfeits, a Barke, a Sea, a Wind : 

For Bill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Doe tbbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body iss 
Say ling in this lalt floud,the\vindes thy fighes. 

Who raging with thy teares and they with them. 
Without a hidden calme will oucr fet 
Thy tempeft toff d body. How now « ife, 

Hjjeyoo deliuered to her our decree? 

La ) hr, but Hie will none, (he giucs you thankes. 

I would the Foole weiemarryed toherGrsue. 

Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with you Wife, 
How will fhe none? doth fhe not giuevs thankes? 

Is {he nor proud ? doth (be not count her bleB, 

(Vn worthy as fhe is) that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegvoome ? 

lu. Not proud,you haue. but thankfull that you haue: 
Proud can I ncuer be of what 1 hate, 

Bu- thankfull eucii for hate, that is meant lour. 

Ca.How now, ho w now,chopt lodgick,what is this? 
P ud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not. 

And yet not proud .- Miftri.s minion you ? 

Thanke me no thankings,nor proud me no proud s, 
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Rut fettle your fine Toy nrs gainft Thurfday neat, 

® ut f ...lu <T>.,ru to Saint Peters Church.- 
fwill dtagge thee on a hurdle thither, 
oit you green! fickneffe carrion, out you baggage, 

Y °La * Pe^what are you maddc? 

ini Good Father, 1 befeech you on my knees, 

Heare me with patience, but to fpeake a word. 

fa. Hang thee yong baggage, difobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or neuer after looke me in the face. 

Speakenot, repLe not, doe not anfwcre mee. 

M P v fingers itch, wife wee fcarce thought vs blcft, 

That God had lent vs but this onely child, 

But no w I fee this one is one too much. 

And that wee haue a curfe in haumg her: 

Out on her hilding. 

ftur. God in heaticn blefle her: 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo. 

pa. And why my Lady wiidome, hold your tongue. 

Good Fmdence, (matter with your goflips, goe, 

JVur. 1 fpeake no treafon. 

Pa. OGodigeden, 

Nur.. May not one fpeake? 

Fa. Peace you mumbling fook, 

Vtter your grauitie ore a Goflips bowle. 

Fur here wee need it not. 

SVi. You are toohot. 

Fa. Gods bread, it makes roee madde. 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play. 

Alone, in cempanie, Bill my care hath bin 

To haue her m; tcht, and hauing now prouided 

A Gentleman of nr blf parentage, 

Of faire demeanes. ycuthfull anjl nobly allied, 

Stufi(as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportioned as ones thought would wi(h a man, 

And then to haue a wretched puli' g foole, 

H 3 A 
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A whining mammee, in her fortunes tender, 

To anfwere, ilc r.ot wed, I cannot louc: 

I am too youngs I pray you pardon me* 

But and you will not wed, ile pardon you* 

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with mee: 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not vfe to ieft. 

Thurfday is neere, lay hand on heart, aduife. 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, begge,ftarue,dyc i n the ftreets. 

For by my foule, ile nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine fhall euer doe thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, ile notbeforfworne. Exit 

Iuliet. Is there no pittie fitting in the doudes. 

That fees into the bottome of my griefs? 

O fweet my Mother caft me not away. 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke. 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument vtheicTiha/t lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not fpeake a word. 

Doe as thou wilt for I haue done with thee. Exit. 

luliet. O God, OTgurfe, how fhall this be preuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen. 

How fhall that faith returneagaine to earth, 

Vnlcfle that husband fend it me from heauen. 

By leauing earth: comfort me, counfaile me: 

A lacke, a lacke, that heauen fliould practice ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubiedt as my felfe. 

What faift thou, haft thou not a word efioy? 

Some comfort Nurfe , (nothing, 

Ttyr. Faith here it is, 1 l$meo is banifhed,aad all the world » 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 

Or if he doe, it needs muftbe my ftealth: 

Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 

I thinke it beft you married with the Countie, 

O bees a loucly Gentleman: 

Romeos a difhclout to him, an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greene,fo quicke, fo faire an eye 
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As P arts hath, befliro w my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

For it excels your firft, or if it did nor. 

Your firft is dead, or twere as good he were. 

As liuing here and you no vfe of him. 

Ju. Speakefit thou from thy heart? 

7^ur, And from my foule too, or elfe befhrew them both. 
Ih. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

lx. Well, thou haft comforted me maruailous much, 

Goe in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafde my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 

To make confeffion, and to be abfolu’d. 

Nur. Marrielwil), and this is wifely done. Exit, 

lu. Auncient damnation, O moft wicked fiend. 

Is it more finne to wifli me thus forfworne, 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 

Which fhe hath praifde him with abouc compare, 

So many thoufand times? Goe Counfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth (hall be twaine: 

Ile to the Frier to know his remedie, 

I fall elfe failc,my felfe haue power to die. Exit • 

Enter Frier and Count ie Paris, 

Fri. On Thurfday fir, the time is yery fhorr, 

P *. My father Capniet will haue it fo, 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte, 

Fri. You fay you doe not know the Ladies mind: 

Vneucn is the courfe. Hike it not. 

Pa. Immoderately fhe weepes for Ttbalts death. 

And therefore haue 1 little talke of loue. 

For V tnut fmiles not in a houfe of tcares. 

Now fir, her father counts it dangerous 
That fhe doth giue her forrow (o much fwayi 
And in his wifedomc hafts our marriage. 

To ftoppe the inundation of her tcares. 

Which too much minded by her felfe alone, 

May be put from her by (beietje. 
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Now doe you know the reason of this hifte? 

pri. I would I knew not why it fhould be flowed* 
Lookc lu here come* the Lady towards roy Cell. 

Enter, luliet. 

Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

It*. That may bt fir, when I may be a wife. 

Pa, That may be mud be loue,oo Thutfday next. 
lu. What muft be, (lull be. 
fy i. Thats a certayne text. 

Par. Come you co make confcflion to this Father? 

] m. To anlwerc thac, I fhould confrffe to you. 

*Pa. Doc not denie to him, that you louc me. 

In. 1 will confcfl'e to you that I L>ue him. 

*Par. So will ye, I am lure that you loue me. 
lu. If I doc fo, it Will bee of more price. 

Being fpoke behind your backe, then to your face. 

*Par. Poore foule thy face is much abuid with teares, 
lu. The teares luue got fmall vitSVorie by that, 

For it was bad enough before their (p'ght. 

Pa. Thouwrongft it more then tcaies with that report, 
1 That is flander fit, which is a truth. 

And what I fpake, I (juke it to my face. 

Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou halt (hundred it. 

Ih. It may be fo, for it is not mine o wne. 

Are you at leafure, holy Father now, 

Or (hall I come to you at Eu ning Mafic ? 

Fri. My leifurc ferues me, penfiue Daughter now, 

My Lord we muft intreatc the time alone. 

Pa. Godfhteld, ! fhould dillurbe deuotioD, 

Juhet ,an Thurlday early will I rowfe yee. 

Till then adue,and keepc this holy kifle. Exit, 

Iu. O fli it the d ore, and when thou haft done fo, 
Come weepe with me, paft hope, pali care, paft hclpe. 

Fri. O luliet I already know thy griefe, 

I: ftraines me paft the compafle of my wits, 

] heate thou muft, and nothing may prorogue it, 

On Thurfday next be married to this Cuuntje. 
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. Tell me not Frier that thou beared of this, 
Vnlcffe thou tell me ho w I may ptcuent it: 
thy wifdome thou canft gtue no helpe. 

Doe thou but call my refolution wife. 

And with this Kmfe, lie helpe .tprefemly, 

Cod ioyoi m, k..«, «M »**>**»>"" 

Mi '< ' «hi. hind by thee to *•»>'" f«W ! 

Shall be the Labetl to another deed. 

Or my true heart with trccherous reuolt, 

Turne to another, this (hall flay them both : 
Therefore out of, thy long experien ft time, 

Cue me fome prefer* counfell, or behold 
Twixt my extremes and me, this bloudy Knife 
Shall play the Vmpire, arbitrating that 
Which thecommiflidn ofthyyearesand art. 

Could to no iflue of true honour bring : 

Be not fo long to fpcake, 1 long to dye. 

If what thou lpeak’ft, fpeake not of remedie. 

Fri. Hold daughter, I doe fpy a kind of hope, 
Which craues as defperatc an execution. 

As that is defperatc which we would preuent. 

If rather then romarjie Coumic Paris 
Thcu haft the ftrength ot will to flay thy felfe. 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death ro chide away this ftiame. 

That coop’fl with death himftlfe, tofeape from it. 
And if thou darelf, lie giue thee remedie. 

lu. Oh bid me leape, rather then marry Paris, 
From of the battlements of any Tower, 

Orwalkein thceuifh wayes,or bidmelurke 
Where Serpents are: chaine me with roring Bcares 
Or hide me n : ghtly in a Charnell houfe, 

Ore couered quite with dead men* ratling bones, 
Withreckiefhankes and yellow chsplefle Luis : 

Oc bid me goe into a new made graue, 

And hide me with a dead man in his fliroud. 

Things that to heatethem told,haue made me tremble 
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And T will doe it without feare or doubt, 

To hue an vnfiayn’d wife to my fwect Loue. 

hri. Hold then, goe home, be merrie, giue confent. 
To marrie Paris : wcnfday is to morrow. 

To morrow night looke that thou lye alone. 

Let not thy Nnrfe lye with thee in thy Chamber j 
Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 

A id this di: idling liquor drinke thou off, 

When prefcntly through all thy vcincs fhall runne, 

A cold and drowfie humour : tor no pulfc 
Shall keepe his natiueprogreflfe but i'urceafe 
No warmth, no breath Hull teftifie thou liut ft. 

The Roles in thy lips and cheekes (ball fade 
T*'opaly allies, the eyes window t s fall : 

Like death when he fhuts vp the day of life 
Each pan dtpriu’dof hippie gouernmenr. 

Shall ihffe and (iai ke, and cold appearc like death, 

And m this borrowed hkenefTe of fhrunke death 
Thou (hah continue two and fornc homes. 

And then awake ns from a plcafam fleepe. 

Now when the Bridegroomesn the morning comes. 
To rowie thee fiom thy bed. there art thou dead : 
Then as the manner of our Countrey is, 

In thy beft Robes vneouerd ontheBeere, 

B: borne to burial) in rl,y K'rdieds giauc: 

1 hou fhah be borne to that lame ancient vault, 
Wheieall the Kindred of the Capuletj lye. 

In the meane time again ft thou (halt awake. 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift. 

And hither fhall he come, and he and I 
Will wa ch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Rome bcate thee hence to c Mantua.. 

And this fhall free thee from this prefent fhame. 

If no inconftant ioy nor womanifh feare. 

Abate thy valour in the a&ing it. 

la. Giucme,giue me, ©tell me not of feare. 

Eru Hold get you gone, be ft rung and profperous 
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In thW refolue, ile fend a Frier with fpeed 
To M* niux w * l h in y Lecrers to thy Lord. 

It, Loue giue me ftrength, and ftrcngrh (hall helpe afford: 
Farewell del re Father. Exeunt. 

Enter Father Opulet, Mother, Nurfe, andSer- 
aingmen, two or three. 

Ca. So many guefts inuite as here are writ, 

Si rr ah, goe hire me iwentie cunn mg Co< kt s. 

Str. You fhall haue none ill fir , for tie try if they can licke 

their fingers. ' 

fa. How canft thou try them to > 

Str. Marriefir , ’tis an ill Cookethar cannot lickehisowne 
fi'pers: therefore he chat cannot licke his fingers goes not wuh 



nie. 

('a. Goe be gone, we fhall be much vnfurr.ifht for this time: 
yvhat is mV daughter gone to Frier Ltnerenct ? 

Nur. I forfooth. 

Ca. Well he may chance to doe fome good on her, 

A peeuifh lelfe-wilPd Harlotry it is. 

Enter Iuliet. 

X?r. See where fhe comes from fhrift with merrie loolre. 

fa. How now my head-firong, where haue you beenc gad- 
ding ? 

lu. Where I haue learnt to repent the fin 
Of dilbbcdient oppofi* ion. 

To you and your behefts, and am enioyn’d 
By holy Lawrence t to fall proHratehere, 

To beggeyourpaidon, pardon 1 bcfcechyou, 

Henceforward I am euer ruld by you, 

fa. Send for the Countie, goe tell him of this, 

Ile haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

Ih. I met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And ga'te him whatbccommed loue I might, 

Not fit pping ore if e bounds of modefi -c. 

Ca. Why I am glad on’t, this is well, ftand yp, 

This is as’t fhould be, let me fee the County : 

1 naatr.e, goe I lay, and tctch him hither. 

1 a Now 
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Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 

All our whole Citie is much bound to : him. 

Iu. Nurfe, will you goe with me into my Clofct 
To hcjpe me fort fuch ncedfull ornaments. 

As you thinke fit to furoifh me to morrow ? 

Mo. No not till Thurfday, there is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goe with her, weele toGhurch tomorrow. 

Ejc ^ 

Mo, Wc fhallbc fhortin our prouifion, 

’Tis now neare night. 

Fa. Tufh, I will ftirre about. 

And all things fhall be well, I warrant thee wifer 

lie play the hufwifc for this once, what bo?^ 

They arc all forth, well I will walke my felfe 
To Countie Pat it, to prepare »p him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light, 

Since this fame wayward Girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt,. 

Enter Iuliet And Nurfe. 
lu. Tthofe attyres are be ft, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to thy felfe to night : 

For I haue need of many Orifons, 

To moue the Heauens to fmile vpon my fta’tc. 

Which well thou knoweft, is crofle and full of finne.. 

Enter Mother. 

Mo. What are you bufie ho? need y ou my helpe ? 

In. No Madam, we haue culd fuch neceffaries 
As are behoofefull for our (late to morrow : 

So pleafe you, let me now be left alone, 

And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 




of Remit end Iuliet, 

Farewell God knowes when we (hall meete again* 

, u* da fo« thr0 "8 h «w 

Kmoft ft«w> ’P l >““ °‘ 

JS .hem b.cVc to comfort me. 

»r what fhould Ihee doe here? 

My difmall Sceane I needs tnuft aft alone. ^ . 

VJL vial), what if this mixture doe not worke at all? 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning? 

No no, this fhalUorbid it, lie thou there. 

What if it be a poy fon which the Fr <r? 

Subtilly bath miniftred, to haue me dead, 

tcaft in this marriage he ftiould be d.fhpuourd, 

Becaufe he married me before to T^nieo. 

1 fcate it is, and yet me thinks it mould not. 

For he hath ftill becne tried a holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me there* afearefull point; 

Shall I not then be ftiffled in the Vault? 

To whofc foule mouth no hcal.hfome ayre breaths id, 

And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Or if 1 line, is it not very like, . 

The horrible conceit of death and right. 

Together with the terror of the place, 

As in a Vault, an ancient receptacle. 

Where for thefe many hundred yecrcs the bones 
Of all my buried Aunccftors are packt. 

Where bloody Ttholt yet but gteene in earth. 

Lies feftring in hisfhrowd, where as they lay , 

At fomc houres in the night, ipirits relort: 

Alacke, alacke,isitnothkcthat I 

So early waking, what with loathfome Imels, 

And (hrikes like mandrakes tome out ofthe earth* 

That liuing mortalls hearing them tunne mad. 

Or if 1 wake, (ball I not be difiraught, 

(Inuitoneo with all thefehidiousfeares,) 

\ » If i s.U iftvn 







The tnoft Lament ahleTr age die 

And plucke the mangled Ttbalt from hh flirowde. 

And in this rage, with tome great kinfmans bone, - , 

As withaclubdafli out my defperate braines. 

O ooke, me thinks 1 fee >i y Cozins Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo that did fpithis body 

Vp> n a Rapi rs point: flay flay; „ •, 

Romeo , R>.meo, Romeo, heres dririke, I drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of the hottfe and 'Hjtrfe. 

Lee. Hold, take thefe keyes, a*»d fetch more fpices Nurfe, 
Nnr. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paflnc. 
£«tere/dCapulct. 

Ca. Come, ftir,ftir,ftir, the fecond Cocke hath crowed 
The Curphew Bell hath roung, tis three a clockc: 

Looke to the bakte meates, good tsingtlua. 

Spare not for coft. 

Nttr. Goeyou Cot-queane, goe. 

Get you to bed, faith youle be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Ca. No not a whit, what? I haue watcht ere now 
AU night forleffe caufe, and nerebeene ficke. 

La, I you haue bin a moufc-bunc in your time. 

But I will watch you from fuch watching now. 

Exit Lady WNurfe. 

Ca. A iealous hood, a ieaious hood now fellow.what is there? 

E»ter three or fottre with fpttt and logs and baskets. 

Eel. Thingsfor th e Cooke fir, but Ik iow not what. 

Ca. Make hafle, make hafle firrah, fetch drier Logs. 

Call Veter, he will {he w thee where they are. 

Eel. I haue a head fir, that will find out Logs, 

And neuer tro ubleArrer for the matter. 

Ca. Mafic an d well faid, a merrie horion, ha. 

Thou /halt be Loggerhead; good faith tis day. 

PI ij M afteke. 

The Co untie will beherewithmuficke ftraight, 

F or fo he fai d he would, I heare him neere. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho . what N»rfe I fay? 

Enter Nutfc. 

Goe waken luliet, goe an<j trim her vp, He 



§f Romeo and luVtei. 

jj e goe and chat wi.h Varis, hie, make hafle, 

Make hafle, the Bridegroome, he is come alreadie, make hade 
1 lay. 

Nur. Miftris.what Miftris, /*/»>*, faft I warrant her £hc r 
Why Lambe, why Ladie,fic youfluggabed, 

Why Loue I fay, Madam, fweet heart, why Bride : 

\Vhat not a word, you take your penniwonhs now, 

Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Paris hath fet vp his reft, 

That you dull reft but little, God forgiueme. 

Marne and Amen : how found is die a deepe : 

1 muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 

!,!« the Cou itie take you in your bed, 

Hecle fright y.ou vp yfaith, will it not be? 

Whatdrefl, and in your clothes, and downe againe ? 

I muft needs wake you, Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas, helpe, helpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay, that euer I was borne, 

Some jlqna-vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 

C Mo. What noyfe is heere i 
Nnr. O lamentable day. 

Mo. What is the matter ? 

Nnr. Looke, looke, oh heauie dav. 

Mo. O me, O me , my child, my onely life ? 

Reuiue. looke vp, or I wilt dye with thee : 

Helpe, helpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For dnme bring lmltet forth, her Lord is come. 

Nnr. She s dcad:deceaft > die’s dead, alacke the day, 

A/*. A lack the day .die’s dead .die’s dead, dies dead.. 

Fa Hah, let me fee her, out alas die’s cold, 

Herbloud is ft tied and her ioynts are ftiffe : 

Life and thefe lips haue loBg beene feparated, 

Death lyes on her like an vntimcly froft 
jVpon rhe fweetefl flower of all the field. 

Nnr. i ) lamentable day. 

Mo. Owoiulltime. 

» Wd*> 
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Fa. Death ihat hath' tane hcT Hence to make me waile 
;Tyei vp my tongue and will not let me fpcake. 

Enter Frier and the Countie^vith the Muftttaus. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride readie to goe to Church ? 

Fa. Ready to goe, but ncuer to returne. 

O fonne, the night before thy wedding day, 

Hath death laine with thy wife, tbe;e fhc lyes. 

Flower as fhe was, deflowred by him, 

Death is my fonne in law, death is my beire, 

My daughter he hath wedded. I will dye. 

And leaue him all, life, liuing, all is deaths. 

Paris. Haue I thought long to fee this mornings face, 
And doth it giue me fuch a fight as this ? 

Mo. Accurft, vnhappy, wretched hatefull day. 

Mod miferable houre that ere time faw 
In lading labour of his Pilgrimage, 

Bur one poore one, onc.poore and louing childe. 

But one thing to reioyceand folace in, 

And cruell death hath catcht it from my fight. 

Nur . O wo, O wofull, wofull, wofull day* 

Moft lamentable day, moll wofull day. 

That euer, eucr, I did yet behold, 

O day, O day, O day, O hatefull day, 

Neucr was feene fo blacke a day as this, 

O wofull day, O wofull day. 

Parts. Beguild,diuorced, wronged, fpighted,fiaine, 
Moft deteftable death, by thee beguild. 

By cruell, cruell thee, quite ouerthrowne, 

O loue, O life, not life, but loue in death. 

Fat. Defpifde,diftreffedi hated, martyrd, kild, 
Vncomfortable time, why camft thou now, 

Tomurrher, mutther our folemnitie ? 

O child, O child, my fouleandnot my child. 

Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead. 

And with mv child my ioyes are buried. * 

Frt. Peace ho for (Taame, confufions , care Hues not 
In chele confufions, Heauen and youi lelfe 
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, „ t in this faire Maid, now Heauen hath all, 

I A all the better is it for the Maid : 

v«ur part in her, you could not kcepe from death, 

* ° Heauen keepcs bis part in eternall life : 
jr moft vou fought was her promotion, 

For’twas your Heauen fhe fliould be aduanft, 
and weepeye now, feeing (he is aduanft 
Jboue the Cloudes, as high as Heauen it felfe. 

0 in this loue, you loue your child fo ill, 

T u, t you run mad, feeing that fhe is well . 
ehe’s not well martyed, that Hues martyed long, 

But fhe’s beft marryed, that dyes martyed yong, 
n rV vp your teares, and ftickc your Rofemane 
On this faire Coarfe, and as the cuftome is. 

And in herbeft array bears her to Church s 
For though fomc nature bids vs all lament. 

Yet Natures teares areReafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordained Fcftiuall, 

Turne from their office to blacke Funcrall : 
Ourlnftruments to melancholy Bels, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad buriall Feaft : 

Our folemne Hymnes to fullen Dyrges change : 

Our Bridall flowers ferue for a buried Coarle : 

And all things change them to thecontrarie. 

Fri. Sir goe you in ; and Madam, goe with him. 
And goe fit Parts eucty one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue : 
TheHeauens doe lowre vpon you for fome ill : 

Moue them no more, by crofting their high will. 

Exetmt manent Mufici. 

Mu ft. Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 

Nur. Honeft good-fellowes, ahputvp,putvp, 

For well you know, this is a pittifull cafe. 

Fid. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnts. 

Enter Peter. 

Pet. Mufitions.Oh Mufuions,hatt* cafe, harts cafe, 
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O, and you will hauc me liue, play hearts eafe. 

Tidier W hy hearts eafe? 

Peter. O Mufttions, becaufe my hart itfelfe plaies ,myh #ft 
is full of woe. 

Oplay me fome merry dumpe to comfort me. 

MinStrels. Not a du p wc, tis no time to play now, 

‘Pet. You will not then? 

.Mm. N©. 

Pet. I w 11 then giue it you foundly. 

Mm . W hat will you giue vs? 

Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

I will giue you the Minftrell. 

cMm. Then will T giue you the feruing creature. 

Pet. Then will I fay the feruing creature* dagger on yous 
pate. I will carrie no Crochets, ilc Re you, ilc Fa you 
doevou 'Oteme? 

Mm. And youRevs, andFavs.you note vs, 

i.CM. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 

Peter. Then hauc at you with my w it. 

Twill drie-bcate you with an yron wit,& put vp my yron dagger. 
Anfwere me like men; 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound . then mulique,witli 
her filuer found. 

Why filuer found , why muficke with her filuer found , what 
fay you Simon Catling? 

CMin. Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet found. 

Pet Pratee, what fay you Hugh Rebick? 

i.M. I fay filuer found, becaufe Muficions found for filuer- 

*P#f. Pratee to, what fayyou lames found poft? 

3 ,M. Faith I k iow not what to fay. 

Pet, O I cry you mercy, you ate the Singer, 

I will fay for you; it is Muficke with her filuer founds 
Becaufe Mufitions hauenoGold for founding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy helpe doth 
lendredrefle, 

Exit* 

M>h 



of Romeo and Juliet. 



jlLitt* Whatapeftilentknaueisthis fame? 
fii.2. Hang him Iacke, comeweele in here , tarrieforthe 
Mourners, and ftay dinner. 

Exeunt. 



Enter Romeo. 

Re. Ifl may truft the flattering truth offleepe. 

My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newes at hand, 

Mybefomcs Lord, fits lightly in his thronesi 
And all this day an vnaccuflomd fpirit. 

Lifts me aboue the ground with cheerefull thoughts. 

I drearopt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke. 

And breathd fuch life with kifles in my lips. 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweet is loue it felfe pofleft. 

When but loues Ihadowes arc fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos man Balthazer. 

Newes from Verona, how now Balthazer} 

Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier} 

How doth my Lady, is my father well? 

How doth my Lady 7#//V/?that I aske againe. 

For nothing can be ill, if fhee be well. 

Man. Then fhe is well , and nothing can be ill 
Her body fleepes in Cafeh monument, 

And her immortall part with Angels Hues, 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefently tooke pofte to tell it you: 

O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Ro . Is it euen fo? then I denie you flarres. 

Thouknowcft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poft horfes, I will hence to night. • 

Man . I doe befeech you fir, hauc patience: 

Yourlookes arc pale and wild, and doeimport 
Some mifaduenture. 

Re. Tufh thou art deceiu’d, 

Leaue me, and doe the thine I bid thee doe, 

K a Haft 
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H aft thou no Letters to me from the trier ? 
Man. No my good Lotd. 



Sxit, 



Tty. No matter, get thee gone. 

And hyre thofe Hories, lie be with thee ftraighr. 
Well lultet, I will lye with thee to night : 

Lets fee for meanes, O mifehiefe thou art fwifr. 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 

I doe remember an Appothecaric, 

And here abouts a dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds , with ouer-whelming browes. 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones : 

And in his needy fhop aTortoyshung, 

An Allegater ftuft, and other skinnes 
Of ill fhap’c fifties, and about his fticlues, 

A beg'gerly account of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftie feeds, 
Remnants of packthred, and old Cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly feattered, to make vp a fhew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofe fale is prefent death in Mantua, 

Here liues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this fhould be the houfe. 

Being holy day, the Beggers ftiop is fhut. 

What ho Apothecarie: 

t^ppo. Who cals folowd? 

Rem. Come hither man, 1 fee that thou art poore. 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me haue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding geare. 

As will difperfc it felfe through all the veines. 

That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead, 

And that theTrunckemay bedifeharg’d of breath, 
As violently, as haftic powder fierd 
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haue , but Mantuae la* 

Is Jfo bare and full of wretchednefle, 

j fraVeft to die, famine is in thy chcekes, 

1 and oppreffion ftarueth in thy eyes 

Contempt and beggere hangs vpon thy backe: 

The wot hi ,s not thy friend, nor the worlds law, 

£ world affords nolaw to make thee rich: 

So be not poore, but breake it and take this. 

So. My pouerty , but not my will con fens, 

ffeass.* 

sssssWtS^ 

0 4, There is thy Gold, worfe poyfon to mens fouls, 
Doine more murthers in this loathfome world, 
Tbenfhcfe poore compounds that thoumai ft not fell, 

1 fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold mcnone. 

Farewell, buy foode, and get thy felfe in flefh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon goe with me 
To Iuliets graue, for there muft I vfc thee. 

Enter Frier Iohn to Frier Lawrence. 
hh. Holy Francifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law This fame fhould be the voice of Frier Iohn, 
Welcome from Mantua: what fay cs Romeo} 

Or if his mind be writ, giue me his Letter. 

loh. Going to find a barefoote brother out, 

One of our order to aflociatc me, 

Hete in this Citie vifiting the fickc. 

And finding him, the Searchers of thetowne, 
Sufpe&ing that we both were in a bouie. 

Where the infe&ious peftilence did raigne, 

Scald vp the doores, and would not let vs forth. 

So that may fpeedc to Mantua there was flaidc. 
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Law. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? r 

Iohu. I ceddnoe fend it, hcreit is againe, 

Not get a Meffenger to bring.it thee, 

So fearei’ull were they of inlechou. 

L iw. Vnh <ppic fotttine, by my Brother-hood, 

The Letter was not nice, but fuli of charge. 

Of deare import, and the negledting it. 

May doe much danger : Fryer goe hence. 

Get mean IronCrow and bring it ftraighc 
Vnto my Cell. 

Exit . 

lohn Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Law. Now mu ft I to the Monument alone. 

Within this three houres will faire Inliet wake, 

Shee will bcfhrew me much that Ttpmeo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till Rome* come, 

Poore liuing Coarfe, clos’d in a dead mans Tombe. 

Exit. 

Enter Paris and his Page. 

Par. Giue me thy Torch Boy,hence and ftand aloofe, 

Yet put it out, for I would not be feene : 

Vnder yond yong trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground. 

So fhall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread. 

Being loefe,Tnfirme with digging yp of Graues, 

Buc thou (halt heare it, whiftle then to me. 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approch, 

Giue me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee goe. 

Pag. I am almoft afraid to ftand alone 
Here in the Churchyard , yet I will aduenture. 

Par. Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed I ftrew, 
O woe, thy Canapie is duft and ftones, 

W! ich with fweet water nightly I will dew. 

Or wantirg that, with tcarcs diftil’d by moncs ; 

The Ob.equics that I for ihee will keepe. 

Night!] 




of Romeo and' Juliet. 

Miehtly fhall be, to ftrew thy graue and weepe. 

^ B Whittle Bey. 

The Boy giues warning, fomething doth approch, 

What curfed foot wanders this way to night. 

To crofle my Obfequies and true Loues right ? 

VVhat with a Torch? muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer bis man. 

Re, Giue me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron. 
Hold take this Letter, early in the morning 
See thou dcliucr it to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; vpon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou hcareft or feeft, ftand all aloofe, 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face s 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring : a Ring that I tnuft vfe. 

In dearc employment, therefore hence be gone : 

But if thou iealous doft returne to pry 
In what I farther (hall intend to doe. 

By Heauen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy linames s 
The time and my intents are fauage wilde. 

More fierce and more inexorable farre, 

Then empcie Tygers,or the roring Sea. 

Halt. ] will be gone fir, and not trouble you. 

Re . So fhalt thou fiiew me friendfhip.take thou that, 
Liueand be profperous,and farewell good fellow. 

Balt. For all this fame,ile hide me here about. 
Hislookes I feare, and his intents! doubt, 

Re. Thou deccftable mawe, thou wombe of death,. 
Gorg’d with the dcareft morfell of the earth : 

Thus Ionforce thy rotten iawes to open, 

And in defpight ile cram thee with more food. 

Pa. This isthatbanifht haughtie Mottntague , 

That murdred my Loues Couzin; with which griefi^- 
Itis fuppofed the faire Creature dyed, 
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And here is come to doe fome villanous fhame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy vnhallowed toy\c,y\\t Mount ague : 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further then death ? 
Condemned Villaine, I doe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goc with me, for thou muft dye. 

Re. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperate roan, 

Flye hence and leaue me, thinke vpon thefe gone. 

Let them affright thee. Ibefeech thee Youth, 

Put not another finne vpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone, 

By Heauen I loue thee better then my felfe. 

For I come hither arm'd againft my felfe : 

Stay not,be gone, Hue, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercie bid thee runne away. 

Par. Idoedcfiethy commiferation, 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me? then haue at thee Boy. 
Page O, Lord, they fight, I will goe call the watch 
Tar. O I am flaine, if thou be mercifull, 

Open theTombe, lay me with Juliet . 

Re. In faith I will, let me perufe this face,.* 

C Mercmio's Kinfman, Noble CountieTasw, 

What faid my man, when my betoffed foulc 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me Paris fhould hauc marryed Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? ordid I dreameitfo? 

Or am 1 mad, hearing him talke of Juliet , 

To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes Booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. 

AGrauc; Ono, A Lanthori'e;ilaughtred Youth: 
For here lyes Juliet, and her bcautie makes 
This Vault a feafting.prefence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead man interd. 

How oft when men arc at the point of death, 
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, „,v, e vbecnemerrie? which their Keepers call 
htnin* before death? Oh how may I 
£ n !his a Lightning? O my Loue, my Wife, 
n ththathaf h fuckt the Honey of thy breath, 
a'-hhad no power yet vpon thy beautie : 

? h ou notconquer’d, beauties enfigne yet 
Icrimfon in thy lips, and in thy cheekes, 

V ^Heaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 

yeft thou there in thy bloudy (beet ? 

\ uihat more fauour can I doe to thee, 

Th?n with that hand that cut thy youth in twame. 
To funder his that was thine enem.c ? 

Foreiueme Couzen. Ah deare W/ef. 

Shv art thou yet fofaire? IwtUbcleeue, 

Si 1 beleeue, that vnfubftantiall death is amorous? 
S that the leant abhorred Monfter keepes 
Thee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For fcare of that, 1 ftiU will ftay with thee. 

And neuer from this palace of dimme night 
Depart againe; here, here will Iremayne, 

WUh Worme. that are thy Chambermaydcs : < 

Will I fet vp my euerlaftmg reft : 

Armes take your laft embrace : And lips, O you 
TMoores of breath, feale »itb a righteous t.ff. 

A dateleffc bargaine to ingrofling death : • 
Comcbitter conduft, come vnfauourie guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run 

The dalhingRockes, thy Sea-ficke weary Batke . 

Here’s to my Loue. O true Apothecary , 

Thy Drugs are quicke.Thus with akiffc I dye. 

Enter Frier with Lambent, Crew and S fait. 

Fri. Saint Francisbc my fpeed, how oft tonight 
Haue my old feet Humbled at graucs? Who t there . 

L 
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Balt. Heres one, a friend,and one that knowcs you well. 
Fri. Blifle be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
To grubs and eyelefle fculles, as I difeerne, 

It burneth in the Capels monun enr, 

“Salt. It doth fo holy fir, and theres my matter, one thatyojj 
leue, 

Fri. Who is it? 

Balt . Romeo . 

Fri. How long hath he bin there? - 
Balt. Full halte an houre. 

Fri. GoewithmetotheVault. 

Balt. I dare not Sir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence,. 

And fearefully did menace me with death, 

If I did flay to looke on his entents. 

Fri. Stay, then ile goe alone ,feare comes ypon me. 

0 much I feare fome ill vnluckie thing, 

Balt. As I did fleepe vnder this young tree here, 

1 drcatr.pt my mailer and another fought. 

And that my matter (lew him. 

Fri. Romto. 

Alacke,alacke, what bloud is this which ttaines 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre? 

What meane thefe maftcrleflc and goarie fwords 
To lie difcolour d by this place of peace? 

Romeo, oh pale: who elfc, what Paris too? 

And tteept in bloud? ah what an vnkind houre 
Is guilti e of this lamentable chance? 

The Lady ftirs. 

luli. O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord? 

I doe remember well where I ftiould be: 

And there I am, where is my Romeo ? 

Fri. I hearc fome noyfc Lady, come from that nett 
Of death, contagion,and vnnaturall fleepcj 
A greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted out intents, come, come away, 
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of Romeo ani luliet. 

, husband in thy bofome there lies dead: 
id parts too, come ile difpofe of thee, 
along a Sifter-hood of holy Nunnes; 

J y n o; to quettion,for the watch is comming, 

Corne. goe good ltt'.iet, I. dare no longer ftay. 

htli. Goe get thee hence, for I will not away, 

Whati here? a cup clold in my true ioucs hand? 
p oy fon Ifee hachbcme his timclcflc end: 

0 chutle, drinke all,and left no friendly drop. 

To helpe me after, I will kifle thy lips, 

Happly fome poyfon yet doth hang on them. 

To make me die with a rcftoratiuc. 

Thy lips are warme. 

Eater Boy and Watch 

Watch. Leade boy, which way? 

luli. Yea noife? then ile bebriefe. Ohappy dagger. 

This is thy (heath, there ruft and let ir.c die. 

Boj. This is the place, there where the torch doth borne. 
HUtch The ground is bloody, fearch about the Churchyard. 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find, attach . 

Pittifull fight, here lies the Counlie flaine, 

And luliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead: 

Who here hath lainc thefe two dayes buried, 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capnlcts. 

Raife vp the Montagues, fome others fearch. 

We fee the ground whereon thefe woes doc lye, 

But the true ground of all thefe piceous woes, 

Wc cannot without circumftancc defery. 

Enter Romeos man. 

Watch. Heres Romeos man , wc found him in the Churchyard. 
Chefe Watch. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier, and another Watchman. 

3. Watch. Here is » Frier that trembles, fighes , and weepes. 
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The mifi Lament able Tr age die 

Vic tookc this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 

As he was comm'mg from this Churchyard fide. 

Chiefe Watch. A great fnfpiti on, ftay the Frier too, too. 
Enter the Prince. 

Prin. What mifaduenture is fo early vp, 

That cals our perfon from our mornings reft ? 

" Enter Capulet and hts-Wife. 

Ca . What fhould it be that they Iolhrike abroad ? 

Wife. O thepeople in the firm cry Tpmeo, 

Some Juliet, and fomc Parte, and all runne 
With open out-cry to ward our Monument. 

Prin. What feate is this which ftartles in youreares ? 
Watch. Soucreigne, here lyes the Countie Tarts flaine, 
And Romeo dead, and Ittliet dead before, 

Warmeand ncwkild. 

Prin. Search, feeke and know how this foule murder comes. 
Watch. Here is a Fr«r,and flatightrcd Romeos man. 

With Inftruments vpon them fit to open 
Thefc dead mens T ombes. 

Cap. OHeaucn I O Wifellookehowour Daughter bleeds! 
This Dagger hath miftane/or loe his houfe. 

Is erwptie on the backe of Monntagne, 

And is mifheath'd in my Daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to a Sepulcher. 

Enter Motmtigue. 

Prin. Come Mount ague, for theu art- early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heire, now early downe. 

Mom. Alas, my Liege, my wife is dead to night, 

Griefe of my Tonnes exile hath ftopt her breath. 

What further woe confpircs againfi my age ? 

Prin. Lookc and thou fhalt fee. 

Mom. O thou vntaugbt, what manners is in this, 

To preffe before thy father to a graue > 

Prin. Seale vp the roofleth of outrage for a while, 

Till we can cleere thefe ambiguities, 

Aridknow their fpring, their head their true defeent, 



, u- n will I be Generali of your woes,' 

S a u!d you euen to death : meane time forbeare, 
f ?1 letmifchance be flane to patience, 

A " d « forth the parties of fufpitton. 

Br S f I am the greateft,ablcto doe leaft, 

\ ‘ft fufpeaed as the time and place 
YCt i make again ft me of this direfull murther f 
Sh«tel land both to imptach and pntgt 
v/ ftife condemned, and my felfe excufde. 

M j£L T hen fay at oncewhat thou doft know in this? 
j, rier I will be briefe, for my fhort date of breath 

i- ^Xd w^bandto that 
AmHhethere dead, that Km'S, faithfull wife 
I married them, and their flolne marriage day 
\Vas Tihalts doomefday , whofe vmimely death, 
Ranifh’t the new-made Bridegroome from this Citie, 
F 0r whom, and not for Tthalt Juliet M 
You, to remoue that fiege of griete from her, 

Betroth’d and would haue married her perforce. 

To Countie Taris. Then comes Die to me, 

And with wild lookes bid me deuife fomc mcanes 
To rid her from this feccnd Marriage : 

Or in my Cell there would flaekill her felfe. 

Then gaue I her (fo tuterd by my art) 

A deeping potion, which fo tooke effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death.mcaoetimel wilt to Romeo 
That he fhould hither come as this dire night , 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed graue, 

Being the time the potions force fhould ceafe. 

But he which bore my Letter, Frier John , 

Was flayed by accident, and yefternighc 
Returned my Letter backe, then all alone 
At the prefixed houre of her waking, 

Came 1 to take her from her Kindreds Vault, 

Meaning to keepe her dofely at my Cell, 




T he mojlL ament able T rage die 

Till I cdnuenicntty could fend to Rontee. 

But when l came fonie minute ere the time 
O her awaking, here vntimcly lay, 

The noble and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and I iotreated her come forth 
And bearc this worke of Heauen with patience: 

But then a noyfe did i'care me from the Tombe, 

And fhe too defperate would not goe with me : 

But as it feemes, did violence on her feife. 

AH this I know, and to the Mariage her Nttrfe is priuy: 
And if ought in thismifcarrycd.by my fault, 

Letmyold life be facrific’d lorne hout’e before the time, 
jVnto the rigour of feuereft Law. 

*Prin. We Hill haue knowne thee for a holy man. 
Where's Romeos man ? what can he fay to this ? 

Halth. 1 brought my Mafter newes of luliet, death. 
And then in poft he came from c Mantua, ■ 

To this fame place. To this fame Monument 
This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threarned me with death, going in the Vault, 

If 1 departed not, and left him there. 

Prin. Giue me the Lettcr,I will lookc on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the watch ? 
Sirrah what made your Mailer in this place? 

*Boy. He came with flowers to drew his Ladies graue. 
And bid me Hand aloofe, and lb I did, 

Anon ccmes one with light to ope the Tombe, 
Andbyand by my Mailer drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prw.This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courfe of Loue the tidings of her death. 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecaric, and there wichall, 

Came to this Vault, to dye and lye with luliet. 

Where be thefe enemies? Cuputet, cunt ague} 

See what a fcourge is laid vpon your hate? 

That Hcaucn finds mcaacs to kill your ioyes with loue, 
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of Romeo and luliet. 

And I for winking at your difeords too, 

Haue loft a brafe of Kinfmen, all are puniflht. 

Cop. O brother Mount ague, giue me thy hand, 
This is my daughters ioynture, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mohm. But I can giue thee more. 

For I will ray fe her ftatue in pure gold. 

That whiles Verona by that name is knowne. 

There fhall no figure at that rate be fet, 

As that of true and faithfull luliet. 

Cop. As rich fhall Romeos by his Ladies lie, 
poore Sacrifices of our enmitie. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The Sun for forrow will not fhew his head : 

Goe hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things. 
Some fhall be pardoned, and feme punifhed. 

For neuer was a Storie of more woe, 

Then this of luliet and her Romeo. 



